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Of  Arnold,  Browning,  and 
Tennyson. 

Sacred  historians  of  the  heart, 
And  moral  nature's  lords. 

Milnes. 

Among  the  names  of  distinguished  men  of 
letters  are  those  of  three  eminent  English 
poets — Matthew  Arnold,  Robert  Browning, 
and  Alfred  Tennyson,  selections  from  whose 
works  are  presented  in  this  little  volume.  The 
three  poets  have  added  an  immortal  lustre  to 
the  strenuous  and  conscientious  nineteenth 
century,  during  which  Arnold  lived  sixty-six 
years,  Browning  seventy-seven,  and  Tennyson 
eighty-three,  the  greater  length  of  years  con- 
noting greater  development,  greater  attain- 
ment, greater  success,  greater  work  and  worth. 

Arnold  was  born  in  a  pretty  village  on  the 
Thames,  Browning  in  an  attractive  suburb  of 
London,  and  Tennyson  in  a  hamlet  remote 
from  the  great  metropolis  and  nestled  in  the 
winsome  solitude  of  a  dainty  part  of  Lincoln- 
shire. The  home  life  of  the  three  gifted  chil- 
dren was  typically  English — wholesome,  invig- 
orating, inspiring.  The  atmosphere  was  god- 
fearing and  god-loving.  The  homes  were  ad- 
mirable schools  with  ideal  teachers,  firm,  but 
sympathetic;  stern,  but  tender.  The  fathers 
of  the  three  boys  possessed  a  cultivated  taste 
for  literature,  and  did  all  in  their  power  to 
advance  the  interests  of  their  promising  sons. 
The  talented  mothers  of  the  three  lads  pro- 
moted the  welfare  of  the  precocious  striplings 
physically,   mentally,  and  spiritually. 

The  academic  training  of  the  three  men  of 
genius  seems  to  have  been  irksome,  distasteful, 
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and  unsatisfactory,  in  the  primary,  secondary, 
and  university  courses;  but  as  zealous  students 
of  men  and  manners  and  morals,  at  home 
and  abroad,  few  competitors  have  surpassed 
Arnold,  Browning,  or  Tennyson,  each  in  his 
special  line.  They  are  unlike  in  style  and  in 
choice  of  subjects  and  in  spirit,  but  each  is 
eminently  successful  in  his  efforts.  Arnold  by 
hard  work  made  the  most  of  his  natural  en- 
dowments ;  Browning  by  his  peculiar  attach- 
ment to  psychological  problems,  by  his  morbid 
taste  for  the  grotesque,  by  his  inordinate  fas- 
cination for  human  errors,  by  his  almost  in- 
difference to  beauty  of  form  and  his  unwonted 
proneness  for  harsh,  untuneful  sounds,  made 
the  least  of  his  splendid  qualifications  ;  and 
Tennyson  in  his  exquisite  combination  of  sweet 
sounds  and  sanity  of  feeling  and  of  thought  is 
rightly  crowned  the  laureate  of  his  epoch. 
Arnold  was  a  poet  made,  not  born  ;  Browning 
had  natural  ability  as  a  poet  and  cultivated  his 
talents  earnestly  ;  Tennyson  was  a  born  poet 
and  an  excessively  hard  worker.  Arnold's 
greatest  excellence  is  as  a  critic  in  prose  ; 
Browning's  as  a  poet  of  dramatic  monologues  ; 
Tennyson's  as  a  poet  of  graceful  legends  ex- 
quisitely melodious. 

The  three  great  men  were  remarkably  happy 
in  their  wedded  lives.  Their  domestic  en- 
vironments and  financial  conditions  were,  on 
the  whole,  highly  favourable  for  the  cultiva- 
tion of  the  poetic  arts.  Family  friends  were 
numerous  and  genial.  Private  encouragement 
and  public  acknowledgment  induced  the  singers 
to  pour  forth  their  souls.  And  never  were 
the  devotion  of  true  wives,  the  spontaneous 
ministrations  of  friends,  the  honest  approbation 
of  the  public,  more  worthily  bestowed.  In 
truth,  the   very  names  of  Arnold,   Browning, 
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and  Tennyson,  are  inspirations,  not  only  to 
men  of  genius,  not  only  to  the  astute  lovers  of 
classic  literature,  not  only  to  the  dreamers  of 
dreams,  but  to  all  thinkers  of  noble  thoughts, 
to  all  doers  of  noble  deeds  pygmean  or  colossal. 

Arnold  has,  in  Hutton's  words,  '  expressed 
more  powerfully  and  poetically  the  spiritual 
weaknesses  of  his  age,  its  cravings  for  a  passion 
that  it  cannot  feel,  its  admiration  for  a  self- 
mastery  that  it  cannot  achieve,  its  desire  for  a 
creed  that  it  fails  to  accept,  its  sympathy  with 
a  faith  that  it  will  not  share,  its  aspiration  for 
a  peace  that  it  does  not  know.  But  he  does 
all  that  from  the  intellectual  side — sincerely 
and  delicately,  but  from  the  surface,  and  never 
from  the  centre.' 

Browning,  in  Wilson's  words,  '  restates,  in 
language  proper  to  our  day,  the  need,  the  fitness, 
one  might  say  the  inevitableness  of  two  cor- 
relative beings,  the  soul  and  God.  While  he 
acknowledges  that  those  two  existences  are 
unprovable,  being  beyond  the  region  of  scien- 
tific experiment,  he,  for  his  own  part,  takes 
them  as  self-evident,  and  the  knowledge  of 
them  as  intuitive.  Knowledge  from  within 
he  deems  absolute  truth  and,  at  the  same  time, 
transcendent  mystery.  Both  the  man  and  the 
theme  are  in  touch  with  the  heart  and  the 
emotions.  Herein  lies  the  value  to  religion  of 
a  great  poet  when  enlisted  in  its  service,  he 
above  all  men  having  the  faculty  for  raising 
the  key  of  the  appeal  so  that  it  enters  the  soul 
by  the  double  gateway  of  intellect  and  feelings. 
There  is  something  very  sustaining  to  weaker 
faith  in  the  unfaltering  vigour  of  Browning's.' 

Tennyson's  son  says  :  '  If  I  may  venture 
to  speak  of  my  father's  special  influence  over 
the  world,  my  conviction  is  that  its  main  and 
enduring  factors  are  his  power  of  expression, 
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the  perfection  of  his  workmanship,  his  strong 
common-sense,  the  high  purport  of  his  life  and 
work,  his  humility,  and  his  open-hearted  and 
helpful  sympathy.' 

Arnold  and  Browning  slipped  suddenly  away 
from  this  world  ;  Tennyson's  passing  was  very 
gradual,  extremely  impressive,  surpassingly  pic- 
turesque, wonderfully  peaceful  as  he  desired. 
Arnold's  works  will  be  read  and  remem- 
bered for  their  eloquence,  beauty,  and  majestic 
gravity  ;  Browning's  for  their  intellectual  de- 
mocracy, fearless  imagination,  and  penetrating 
pathos  ;  Tennyson's  for  their  glory  of  words, 
chiselled  phrasing,  companionable  subjects, 
lofty  aim,  genuine  inspiration.  The  three 
poets  are  well  named  the  Poet  of  the  Closet, 
the  Poet  of  the  Soul,  and  the  Poet  of  the 
People. 
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SOHRAB  AND  RUSTUM 


SOHRAB    AND    RUSTUM. 


AN    EPISODE. 

And  the  first  grey  of  morning  filled  the  east, 
And  the  fog  rose  out  of  the  Oxus  stream. 
But  all  the  Tartar  camp  along  the  stream 
Was  hushed,  and  still  the  men  were  plunged  in 

sleep  : 
Sohrab  alone,  he  slept  not  :  all  night  long 
He  had  lain  wakeful,  tossing  on  his  bed  ; 
But  when  the  grey  dawn  stole  into  his  tent, 
He  rose,  and  clad  himself,  and  girt  his  sword, 
And  took  his  horseman's  cloak,  and  left  his  tent, 
And  went  abroad  into  the  cold  wet  fog,  10 

Through  the  dim  camp  to  Peran-Wisa's  tent. 
Through  the  black  Tartar  tents  he  passed, 

which  stood 
Clustering  like  bee-hives  on  the  low  flat  strand 
Of  Oxus,  where  the  summer  floods  o'erflow 
When  the  sun  melts  the  snows  in  high  Pamere  : 
Through  the  black  tents  he  passed,  o'er  that 

low  strand, 
And  to  a  hillock  came,  a  little  back 
From  the  stream's  brink,  the  spot  where  first  a 

boat, 
Crossing   the   stream   in   summer,   scrapes   the 

land. 
The  men  of  former  times  had  crowned  the  top  20 
With  a  clay  fort  :  but  that  was  fall'n  ;  and  now 
The  Tartars  built  there  Peran-Wisa's  tent, 
A  dome  of  laths,  and  o'er  it  felts  were  spread. 
And  Sohrab  came  there,  and  went  in,  and  stood 
Upon  the  thick-piled  carpets  in  the  tent, 
And  found  the  old  man  sleeping  on  his  bed 
Of  rugs  and  felts,  and  near  him  lay  his  arms. 
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And  Peran-Wisa  heard  him,  though  the  step 
Was  dulled  ;    for  he  slept  light,  an  old  man's 

sleep  ; 
And  he  rose  quickly  on  one  arm,  and  said  : —      30 

*  Who  art  thou  ?  for  it  is  not  yet  clear  dawn. 
Speak  !   is  there  news,  or  any  night  alarm  ?' 

But  Sohrab  came  to  the  bedside,  and  said : — 
'  Thou  know'st  me,  Peran-Wisa  :    it  is  I. 
The  sun  is  not  yet  risen,  and  the  foe 
Sleep  ;    but  I  sleep  not  ;    all  night  long  I  lie 
Tossing  and  wakeful,  and  I  come  to  thee. 
For  so  did  King  Afrasiab  bid  me  seek 
Thy  counsel,  and  to  heed  thee  as  thy  son, 
In  Samarcand,  before  the  army  marched  ;  40 

And  I  will  tell  thee  what  my  heart  desires. 
Thou  knowest  if,  since  from  Ader-baijan  first 
I  came  among  the  Tartars,  and  bore  arms, 
I  have  still  served  Afrasiab  well,  and  shown, 
At  my  boy's  years,  the  courage  of  a  man. 
This  too  thou  know'st,  that,  while  I  still  bear  on 
The  conquering    Tartar  ensigns  through  the 

world, 
And  beat  the  Persians  back  on  every  field, 
I  seek  one  man,  one  man,  and  one  alone — 
Rustum,  my  father  ;     who,  I  hoped,  should 

greet,  so 

Should  one  day  greet,  upon  some  well-fought 

field 
His  not  unworthy,  not  inglorious  son. 
So  I  long  hoped,  but  him  I  never  find. 
Come  then,  hear  now,  and  grant  me  what  I  ask. 
Let  the  two  armies  rest  to-day  :  but  I 
Will  challenge  forth  the  bravest  Persian  lords 
To  meet  me,  man  to  man  :  if  I  prevail, 
Rustum  will  surely  hear  it  ;  if  I  fall — 
Old  man,  the  dead  need  no  one,  claim  no  kin. 
Dim  is  the  rumour  of  a  common  fight,  60 

WThere  host  meets  host,  and  many  names  are 

sunk  ; 
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But  of  a  single  combat  Fame  speaks  clear.' 

He  spoke  :    and  Peran-Wisa  took  the  hand 
Of  the  young  man  in  his,  and  sighed,  and  said : — 

1  0  Sohrab,  an  unquiet  heart  is  thine  ! 
Canst  thou  not  rest  among  the  Tartar  chiefs, 
And  share  the  battle's  common  chance  with  us 
Who  love  thee,  but  must  press  for  ever  first, 
In  single  fight  incurring  single  risk, 
To  find  a  father  thou  hast  never  seen  ?  70 

That  were  far  best,  my  son,  to  stay  with  us 
Unmurmuring  ;  in  our  tents,  while  it  is  war, 
And  when  'tis  truce,  then  in  Afrasiab's  towns. 
But,  if  this  one  desire  indeed  rules  all, 
To  seek  out  Rustum — seek  him  not  through 

fight  : 
Seek  him  in  peace,  and  carry  to  his  arms, 
O  Sohrab,  carry  an  unwounded  son  ! 
But  far  hence  seek  him,  for  he  is  not  here. 
For  now  it  is  not  as  when  I  was  young, 
When  Rustum  was  in  front  of  every  fray  :  so 

But  now  he  keeps  apart,  and  sits  at  home, 
In  Seistan,  with  Zal,  his  father  old. 
Whether  that  his  own  mighty  strength  at  last 
Feels  the  abhorred  approaches  of  old  age  ; 
Or  in  some  quarrel  with  the  Persian  King. 
There  go  : — Thou  wilt  not  ?     Yet  my  heart 

forebodes 
Danger  or  death  awaits  thee  on  this  field. 
Fain  would  I  know  thee  safe  and  well,  though 

lost 
To  us  :  fain  therefore  send  thee  hence,  in  peace 
To  seek  thy  father,  not  seek  single  fights  90 

In  vain  : — but  who  can  keep  the  lion's  cub 
From  ravening  ?     and  who  govern  Rustum's 

son  ? 
Go  :   I  will  grant  thee  what  thy  heart  desires.' 
So  said  he,  and  dropped  Sohrab's  hand,  and 
left 
His  bed,  and  the  warm  rugs  whereon  he  lay, 
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And  o'er  his  chilly  limbs  his  woollen  coat 
He  passed,  and  tied  his  sandals  on  his  feet, 
And  threw  a  white  cloak  round  him,  and  he  took 
In  his  right  hand  a  ruler's  staff,  no  sword  ; 
And  on  his  head  he  placed  his  sheep-skin  cap,  100 
Black,  glossy,  curled,  the  fleece  of  Kara-Kul  ; 
And  raised  the  curtain  of  his  tent,  and  called 
His  herald  to  his  side,  and  went  abroad. 
The  sun,  by  this,  had  risen,  and  cleared  the 

fog 
From  the  broad  Oxus  and  the  glittering  sands  : 
And  from  their  tents  the  Tartar  horsemen  filed 
Into  the  open  plain  ;  so  Haman  bade  ; 
Haman,  who  next  to  Peran-Wisa  ruled 
The  host,  and  still  was  in  his  lusty  prime. 
From  their  black  tents,  long  files  of  horse,  they 

streamed  :  no 

As  when,  some  grey  November  morn,  the  files, 
In    marching    order    spread,    of    long-necked 

cranes, 
Stream  over  Casbin,  and  the  southern  slopes 
Of  Elburz,  from  the  Aralian  estuaries. 
Or   some   frore   Caspian   reed-bed,    southward 

bound 
For  the   warm   Persian   sea-board  :      so   they 

streamed. 
The  Tartars  of  the  Oxus,  the  King's  guard, 
First  with  black  sheep-skin  caps  and  with  long 

spears  ; 
Large  men,  large  steeds  ;    who  from  Bokhara 

come 
And  Khiva,  and  ferment  the  milk  of  mares.        120 
Next  the  more  temperate   Toorkmuns   of   the 

south, 
The  Tukas,  and  the  lances  of  Salore, 
And    those    from    Attruck    and    the    Caspian 

sands  ; 
Light  men,  and  on  light  steeds,  who  only  drink 
The  acrid  milk  of  camels,  and  their  wells. 
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And  then  a  swarm  of  wandering  horse,  who 

came 
From  far,  and  a  more  doubtful  service  owned  ; 
The  Tartars  of  Ferghana,  from  the  banks 
Of  the  Jaxartes,  men  with  scanty  beards 
And  close-set  skull-caps  ;      and  those  wilder 

hordes  130 

Who  roam  o'er  Kipchak  and  the  northern  waste, 
Kalmuks  and  unkemped  Kuzzaks,  tribes  who 

stray 
Nearest  the  Pole,  and  wandering  Kirghizzes, 
Who  come  on  shaggy  ponies  from  Pamere. 
These  all  filed  out  from  camp  into  the  plain. 
And  on  the  other  side  the  Persians  formed  : 
First    a   light    cloud    of    horse,    Tartars    they 

seemed, 
The  Ilyats  of  Khorassan  :  and  behind, 
The  royal  troops  of  Persia,  horse  and  foot, 
Marshalled    battalions    bright    in    burnished 

steel.  140 

But  Peran-Wisa  with  his  herald  came 
Threading  the  Tartar  squadrons  to  the  front, 
And   with   his   staff   kept   back   the   foremost 

ranks. 
And  when  Ferood,  who  led  the  Persians,  saw 
That  Peran-Wisa  kept  the  Tartars  back, 
He  took  his  spear,  and  to  the  front  he  came, 
And  checked  his  ranks,  and  fixed  them  where 

they  stood. 
And  the  old  Tartar  came  upon  the  sand 
Betwixt    the    silent    hosts,    and    spake,    and 

said  : — 
1  Ferood,    and    ye,    Persians    and    Tartars, 

hear  !  150 

Let  there  be  truce  between  the  hosts  to-day. 
But  choose  a  champion  from  the  Persian  lords 
To  fight  our  champion  Sohrab,  man  to  man.' 

As,  in  the  country,  on  a  morn  in  June, 
When  the  dew  glistens  on  the  pearled  ears, 
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A  shiver  runs  through  the  deep  corn  for  joy — 
So,  when  they  heard  what  Peran-Wisa  said, 
A  thrill  through  all  the  Tartar  squadrons  ran 
Of  pride  and  hope  for  Sohrab,  whom  they  loved. 

But  as  a  troop  of  pedlars,  from  Cabool,  160 

Cross  underneath  the  Indian  Caucasus, 
That  vast  sky-neighbouring  mountain  of  milk 

snow  ; 
Winding  so  high,  that,  as  they  mount,  they 

pass 
Long  flocks  of  travelling  birds  dead  on  the 

snow, 
Choked  by  the  air,  and  scarce  can  they  them- 
selves 
Slake  their  parched  throats  with  sugared  mul- 
berries— 
In  single  file  they  move,  and  stop  their  breath, 
For  fear  they  should  dislodge  the  o'erhanging 

snows — 
So  the  pale  Persians  held  their  breath  with  fear. 

And  to  Ferood  his  brother  Chiefs  came  up   170 
To  counsel  :   Gudurz  and  Zoarrah  came, 
And  Feraburz,  who  ruled  the  Persian  host 
Second,  and  was  the  uncle  of  the  King  : 
These  came  and  counselled  ;   and  then  Gudurz 
said  : — 
'  Ferood,  shame  bids  us  take  their  challenge 
up, 
Yet   champion  have  we   none  to   match   this 

youth. 
He  has  the  wild  stag's  foot,  the  lion's  heart. 
But  Rustum  came  last  night  ;  aloof  he  sits 
And  sullen,  and  has  pitched  his  tents  apart  : 
Him  will  I  seek,  and  carry  to  his  ear  iso 

The  Tartar  challenge,  and  this  young  man's 

name. 
Haply  he  will  forget  his  wrath,  and  fight. 
Stand  forth  the  while,  and  take  their  challenge 
up.' 
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So  spake  he  ;    and  Ferood  stood  forth  and 

said  : — 
*  Old  man,  be  it  agreed  as  thou  hast  said. 
Let  Sohrab  arm,  and  we  will  find  a  man.' 
He   spoke  ;      and   Peran-Wisa  turned,    and 

strode 
Back  through   the  opening  squadrons  to  his 

tent. 
But  through  the  anxious  Persians  Gudurz  ran, 
And  crossed  the  camp  which  lay  behind,  and 

reached  190 

Out  on  the  sands  beyond  it,  Rustum's  tents. 
Of  scarlet  cloth  they  were,  and  glittering  gay, 
Just  pitched  :  the  high  pavilion  in  the  midst 
Was    Rustum's,    and    his    men    lay    camped 

around. 
And  Gudurz  entered  Rustum's  tent,  and  found 
Rustum  :  his  morning  meal  was  done,  but  still 
The  table  stood  beside  him,  charged  with  food; 
A  side  of  roasted  sheep,  and  cakes  of  bread, 
And  dark  green  melons  ;     and  there  Rustum 

sate 
Listless,  and  held  a  falcon  on  his  wrist,  200 

And  played  with  it  ;     but  Gudurz  came  and 

stood 
Before  him  ;      and  he  looked,   and   saw  him 

stand  ; 
And  with  a  cry  sprang  up,  and  dropped  the 

bird, 
And   greeted    Gudurz    with   both   hands,    and 

said  : — 
'  Welcome  !    these  eyes  could  see  no  better 

sight. 
What  news  ?    but  sit  down  first,  and  eat  and 

drink.' 
But   Gudurz   stood   in   the   tent   door,   and 

said  : — 
'  Not  now  :   a  time  will  come  to  eat  and  drink, 
But  not  to-day  :  to-day  has  other  needs, 
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The  armies  are  drawn  out,  and  stand  at  gaze:    210 
For  from  the  Tartars  is  a  challenge  brought 
To  pick  a  champion  from  the  Persian  lords 
To  fight  their  champion — and  thou  know'st  his 

name — 
Sohrab  men  call  him,  but  his  birth  is  hid. 
O  Rustum,  like  thy  might  is  this  young  man's  ! 
He  has  the  wild  stag's  foot,  the  lion's  heart. 
And  he  is  young,  and  Iran's  Chiefs  are  old, 
Or  else  too  weak  ;     and  all  eyes  turn  to  thee. 
Come  down  and  help  us,  Rustum,  or  we  lose.' 
He  spoke  :     but  Rustum  answered  with  a 

smile  : —  220 

'  Go  to  !  if  Iran's  Chiefs  are  old,  then  I 
Am  older  :  if  the  young  are  weak,  the  King 
Errs  strangely  :  for  the  King,  for  Kai  Khosroo, 
Himself  is  young,  and  honours  younger  men, 
And  lets  the  aged  moulder  to  their  graves. 
Rustum    he    loves    no    more,    but    loves    the 

young — 
The  young  may  rise  at  Sohrab's  vaunts,  not  I. 
For  what  care  I,   though  all  speak  Sohrab's 

fame  ? 
For  would  that  I  myself  had  such  a  son, 
And  not  that  one  slight  helpless  girl  I  have,       230 
A  son  so  famed,  so  brave,  to  send  to  war. 
And  I  to  tarry  with  the  snow-haired  Zal, 
My  father,  whom  the  robber  Afghans  vex, 
And  clip  his  borders  short,  and  drive  his  herds, 
And  he  has  none  to  guard  his  weak  old  age. 
There  would  I  go,  and  hang  my  armour  up, 
And  with  my  great  name  fence  that  weak  old 

man, 
And  spend  the  goodly  treasures  I  have  got, 
And  rest  my  age,  and  hear  of  Sohrab's  fame, 
And   leave   to    death   the   hosts   of   thankless 

kings,  24Q 

And    with    these    slaughterous    hands    draw 

sword  no  more,' 
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He  spoke,  and  smiled  ;    and  Gudurz  made 

reply  :— 
*  What  then,  0  Rustum,  will  men  say  to  this, 
"When  Sohrab  dares  our  bravest  forth,  and  seeks 
Thee  most  of  all,   and  thou,   whom  most  he 

seeks, 
Hidest  thy  face  ?     Take  heed,  lest  men  should 

say, 
Like  some  old  miser,  Rustum  hoards  his  fame, 
And  shuns  to  peril  it  with  younger  men.' 

And,    greatly    moved,    then   Rustum   made 

reply  : — 
'  O    Gudurz,     wherefore   dost   thou   say    such 

words  ?  250 

Thou  knowest  better  words  than  this  to  say. 
What  is  one  more,  one  less,  obscure  or  famed, 
Valiant  or  craven,  young  or  old,  to  me  ? 
Are  not  they  mortal,  am  not  I  myself  ? 
But  who  for  men  of  nought  would  do  great 

deeds  ? 
Come,  thou  shalt  see  how  Rustum  hoards  his 

fame. 
But  I  will  figlw    mknown,  and  in  plain  arms  ; 
Let  not  men  say  of  Rustum,  he  was  matched 
In  single  fight  with  any  mortal  man.' 

He  spoke,  and  frowned  ;  and  Gudurz  turned, 

and  ran  260 

Back  quickly  through  the  camp  in  fear  and  joy, 
Fear  at  his  wrath,  but  joy  that  Rustum  came. 
But  Rustum  strode  to  his  tent  door,  and  called 
His  followers  in,  and  bade  them  bring  his  arms, 
And  clad  himself  in  steel  :   the  arms  he  chose 
Were  plain,  and  on  his  shield  was  no  device, 
Only  his  helm  was  rich,  inlaid  with  gold, 
And  from  the  fluted  spine  atop  a  plume 
Of  horsehair  waved,  a  scarlet  horsehair  plume. 
So  armed  he  issued  forth  ;     and  Ruksh,  his 

horse,  270 

Followed  him,  like  a  faithful  hound,  at  heel, 
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Ruksh,  whose  renown  was  noised  through  all 

the  earth, 
The  horse,  whom  Rustum  on  a  foray  once 
Did  in  Bokhara  by  the  river  find 
A  colt  beneath  its  dam,  and  drove  him  home, 
And  reared  him  ;      a  bright  bay,   with  lofty 

crest  ; 
Dight  with  a  saddle-cloth  of  broidered  green 
Crusted  with  gold,   and  on  the  ground  were 

worked 
All  beasts  of  chase,  all  beasts  which  hunters 

know : 
So  followed,  Rustum  left  his  tents,  and  crossed  280 
The  camp,  and  to  the  Persian  host  appeared. 
And    all    the    Persians    knew    him,    and    with 

shouts 
Hailed  ;  but  the  Tartars  knew  not  who  he  was. 
And  dear  as  the  wet  diver  to  the  eyes 
Of  his  pale  wife  who  waits  and  weeps  on  shore, 
By  sandy  Bahrein,  in  the  Persian  Gulf, 
Plunging  all  day  in  the  blue  waves,  at  night, 
Having  made  up  his  tale  of  precious  pearls, 
Rejoins  her  in  their  hut  upon  the  sands — 
So  dear  to  the  pale  Persians  Rustum  came.        290 

And  Rustum  to  the  Persian  front  advanced, 
And  Sohrab  armed  in  Haman's  tent,  and  came. 
And  as  afield  the  reapers  cut  a  swathe 
Down  through  the  middle  of  a  rich  man's  corn, 
And  on  each  side  are  squares  of  standing  corn, 
And  in  the  midst  a  stubble,  short  and  bare  ; 
So  on  each   side  were   squares  of   men,   with 

spears 
Bristling,  and  in  the  midst,  the  open  sand. 
And  Rustum  came  upon  the  sand,  and  cast 
His  eyes  towards  the  Tartar  tents,  and  saw        300 
Sohrab  come  forth,  and  eyed  him  as  he  came. 

As  some  rich  woman,  on  a  winter's  morn, 
Eyes   through   her   silken   curtains   the   poorj 

drudge 
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Who  with  numb  blackened  fingers  makes  her 

fire — 
At  cock-crow,  on  a  starlit  winter's  morn, 
When  the  frost  flowers  the  whitened  window 

panes — 
And   wonders   how   she   lives,    and   what   the 

thoughts 
Of  that  poor  drudge  may  be  ;   so  Rustum  eyed 
The  unknown  adventurous  Youth,  who  from 

afar 
Came  seeking  Rustum,  and  defying  forth  310 

All  the  most  valiant  chiefs  :  long  he  perused 
His  spirited  air,  and  wondered  who  he  was. 
For  very  young  he  seemed,  tenderly  reared  ; 
Like  some  young  cypress,  tall,  and  dark,  and 

straight, 
Which  in  a  queen's  secluded  garden  throws 
Its  slight  dark  shadow  on  the  moonlit  turf, 
By  midnight,  to  a  bubbling  fountain's  sound — 
So  slender  Sohrab  seemed,  so  softly  reared. 
And  a  deep  pity  entered  Rustum's  soul 
As  he  beheld  him  coming  ;  and  he  stood,  320 

And  beckoned  to  him  with  his  hand,  and  said  : — 
1  O  thou  young  man,  the  air  of  Heaven  is 

soft, 
And  warm,  and  pleasant  ;     but  the  grave  is 

cold. 
Heaven's  air  is  better  than  the  cold  dead  grave. 
Behold  me  :  I  am  vast,  and  clad  in  iron, 
And  tried  ;  and  I  have  stood  on  many  a  field 
Of  blood,  and  I  have  fought  with  many  a  foe  : 
Never  was  that  field  lost,  or  that  foe  saved. 
O  Sohrab,  wherefore  wilt  thou  rush  on  death  ? 
Be  governed  :    quit  the  Tartar  host,  and  come  330 
To  Iran,  and  be  as  my  son  to  me, 
And  fight  beneath  my  banner  till  I  die. 
There  are  no  youths  in  Iran  brave  as  thou.' 

So  he  spake,  mildly  :  Sohrab  heard  his  voice, 
The  mighty  voice  of  Rustum  ;    and  he  saw 
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His  giant  figure  planted  on  the  sand, 
Sole,  like  some  single  tower,  which  a  chief 
Has  builded  on  the  waste  in  former  years 
Against  the  robbers  ;    and  he  saw  that  head, 
Streaked  with  its  first  grey  hairs  :    hope  filled 

his  soul  ;  340 

And  he  ran  forwards  and  embraced  his  knees, 
And    clasped   his   hand    within   his    own    and 

said  : — 
'  Oh,  by  thy  father's  head  !     by  thine  own 

soul  ! 
Art  thou  not  Rustum  ?       Speak  !  art  thou  not 

he  V 
But    Rustum    eyed    askance    the    kneeling 

youth, 
And  turned  away,  and  spoke  to  his  own  soul  : — 
'Ah  me,  I  muse  what  this  young  fox  may 

mean. 
False,  wily,  boastful,  are  these  Tartar  boys. 
For  if  I  now  confess  this  thing  he  asks, 
And  hide  it  not,  but  say — Rustum  is  here —       350 
He  will  not  yield  indeed,  nor  quit  our  foes, 
But  he  will  find  some  pretext  not  to  fight, 
And  praise   my   fame,    and   proffer   courteous 

gifts, 
A  belt  or  sword  perhaps,  and  go  his  way. 
And  on  a  feast-tide,  in  Afrasiab's  hall, 
In  Samarcand,  he  will  arise  and  cry — 
"  I    challenged    once,    when    the    two    armies 

camped 
Beside  the  Oxus,  all  the  Persian  lords 
To  cope  with  me  in  single  fight  ;  but  they 
Shrank  ;  only  Rustum  dared  :  then  he  and  I   360 
Changed  gifts,  and  went  on  equal  terms  away." 
So  will  he  speak,  perhaps,  while  men  applaud. 
Then  were  the  chiefs  of  Iran  shamed  through 

me.' 
And    then    he    turned,    and    sternly    spake 

aloud  : — 
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'Rise !  wherefore  dost  thou  vainly  question  thus 
Of  Rustum  ?  I  am  here,  whom  thou  hast  called 
By  challenge  forth  :    make  good  thy  vaunt,  or 

yield. 
Is  it  with  Rustum  only  thou  wouldst  fight  ? 
Rash  boy,  men  look  on  Rustum's  face  and  flee. 
For  well  I  know,  that  did  great  Rustum  stand  370 
Before  thy  face  this  day,  and  were  revealed, 
There  would  be  then  no  talk  of  fighting  more. 
But  being  what  I  am,  I  tell  thee  this  ; 
Do  thou  record  it  in  thine  inmost  soul  : 
Either   thou   shalt   renounce   thy   vaunt,    and 

yield  ; 
Or  else  thy  bones  shall  strew  this  sand,   till 

winds 
Bleach  them,  or  Oxus  with  his  summer  floods, 
Oxus  in  summer  wash  them  all  away.' 

He  spoke  :     and  Sohrab  answered,   on  his 

feet  : — 
'Art  thou  so  fierce  ?    Thou  wilt  not  fright  me 

SO.  380 

I  am  no  girl,  to  be  made  pale  by  words. 
Yet  this  thou  hast  said  well,  did  Rustum  stand 
Here  on  this  field,  there  were  no  fighting  then. 
But  Rustum  is  far  hence,  and  we  stand  here. 
Begin  :  thou  art  more  vast,  more  dread  than  I, 
And    thou    art    proved,    I    know,    and    I    am 

young— 
But   yet    Success  sways    with    the    breath    of 

Heaven. 
And  though  thou  thinkest  that  thou  knowest 

sure 
Thy  victory,  yet  thou  canst  not  surely  know 
For  we  are  all,  like  swimmers  in  the  sea,  390 

Poised  on  the  top  of  a  huge  wave  of  Fate, 
Which  hangs  uncertain  to  which  side  to  fall. 
And  whether  it  will  heave  us  up  to  land, 
Or  whether  it  will  roll  us  out  to  sea, 
Back  out  to  sea,  to  the  deep  waves  of  death, 
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We   know   not,   and  no  search  will   make  us 

know  : 
Only  the  event  will  teach  us  in  its  hour.' 

He  spoke  ;    and  Rustum  answered  not,  but 

hurled 
His  spear  :    down  from  the  shoulder,  down  it 

came, 
As  on  some  partridge  in  the  corn  a  hawk  400 

That  long  has  towered  in  the  airy  clouds 
Drops  like  a  plummet  :    Sohrab  saw  it  come, 
And  sprang  aside,  quick  as  a  flash  :    the  spear 
Hissed,  and  went  quivering  down  into  the  sand, 
Which  it  sent  flying  wide  : — then  Sohrab  threw 
In    turn,    and    full    struck    Rustum's    shield  : 

sharp  rang, 
The  iron  plates  rang  sharp,   but   turned  the 

spear. 
And  Rustum  seized  his  club,  which  none  but  he 
Could  wield  :    an  unlopped  trunk  it  was,  and 

huge, 
Still  rough  ;    like  those  which  men  in  treeless 

plains  4io 

To   build   them   boats   fish  from   the   flooded 

rivers, 
Hyphasis  or  Hydaspes,  when,  high  up 
By  their  dark  springs,  the  wind  in  winter-time 
Has  made  in  Himalayan  forests  wrack, 
And  strewn  the  channels  with  torn  boughs  ; 

so  huge 
The  club  which  Rustum  lifted  now,  and  struck 
One  stroke  ;    but  again  Sohrab  sprang  aside 
Lithe  as  the  glancing  snake,  and  the  club  came 
Thundering  to  earth,  and  leapt  from  Rustum's 

hand. 
And  Rustum  followed  his  own  blow,  and  fell     420 
To  his  knees,  and  with  his  fingers  clutched  the 

sand  : 
And  now  might  Sohrab  have  unsheathed  his 

sword, 
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And  pierced  the  mighty  Rustum  while  he  lay 
Dizzy,  and  on  his  knees,  and  choked  with  sand: 
But  he  looked  on,  and  smiled,  nor  bared  his 

sword, 
But  courteously  drew  back,   and  spoke,   and 

said  : — 
'  Thou  strik'st  too  hard  :    that  club  of  thine 

will  float 
Upon  the  summer  floods,  and  not  my  bones. 
But  rise,  and  be  not  wroth  ;     not  wroth  am  I  : 
No,  when  I  see  thee,  wrath  forsakes  my  soul.    430 
Thou  say'st,  thou  art  not  Rustum  :  be  it  so. 
Who  art  thou  then,  that  canst  so  touch  my 

soul  ? 
Boy  as  I  am,  I  have  seen  battles  too  ; 
Have  waded  foremost  in  their  bloody  waves, 
And  heard  their  hollow  roar  of  dying  men  ; 
But  never  was  my  heart  thus  touched  before. 
Are  they  from  Heaven,  these  softenings  of  the 

heart  ? 
O  thou  old  warrior,  let  us  yield  to  Heaven  ! 
Come,  plant  we  here  in  earth  our  angry  spears, 
And  make  a  truce,  and  sit  upon  this  sand,  440 

And  pledge  each  other  in  red  wine,  like  friends, 
And  thou  shalt  talk  to  me  of  Rustum's  deeds. 
There  are  enough  foes  in  the  Persian  host 
Whom  I  may  meet,   and  strike,  and  feel  no 

pang  ; 
Champions  enough  Afrasiab  has,  whom  thou 
Mayst  fight  ;    fight  them,  when  they  confront 

thy  spear. 
But  oh,  let  there  be  peace  'twixt  thee  and  me.' 
He  ceased  :  but  while  he  spake,  Rustum  had 

risen, 
And  stood  erect,  tembling  with  rage  :   his  club 
He  left  to  lie,  but  had  regained  his  spear,  450 

Whose  fiery  point  now  in  his  mailed  right  hand 
Blazed  bright  and  baleful,  like  that  autumn 

Star, 
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The  baleful  sign  of  fevers  :  dust  had  soiled 
His  stately  crest,   and  dimmed  his  glittering 

arms. 
His  breast  heaved  ;  his  lips  foamed  ;  and  twice 

his  voice 
Was  choked  with  rage  :    at   last    these  words 

broke  way  : — 
'  Girl  !    nimble  with  thv  feet,  not  with  thy 


hand 


Curled  minion,  dancer,  coiner  of  sweet  words  ! 
Fight  ;  let  me  hear  thy  hateful  voice  no  more  ! 
Thou  art  not  in  Afrasiab's  gardens  now  460 

^Yith  Tartar  girls,  with  whom  thou  art  wont  to 

dance  ; 
But  on  the  Oxus  sands,  and  in  the  dance 
Of  battle,  and  with  me,  who  make  no  play 
Of  war  :  I  fight  it  out,  and  hand  to  hand. 
Speak  not  to  me  of  truce,  and  pledge,  and  wine! 
Remember  all  thy  valour  :  try  thy  feints 
And  cunning  :  all  the  pity  I  had  is  gone  : 
Because  thou  hast  shamed  me  before  both  the 

hosts 
With  thy  light  skipping  tricks,  and  thy  girl's 

wiles.' 
He  spoke  ;  and  Sohrab  kindled  at  his  taunts.    470 
And  he  too  drew  his   sword  :     at  once  they 

rushed 
Together,  as  two  eagles  on  one  prey 
Come  rushing  down  together  from  the  clouds, 
One  from  the  east,  one  from  the  west  :    their 

shields 
Dashed  with  a  clang  together,  and  a  din 
Rose,  such  as  that  the  sinewy  woodcutters 
Make  often  in  the  forest's  heart  at  morn, 
Of  hewing  axes,  crashing  trees  :  such  blows 
Rustum  and  Sohrab  on  each  other  hailed. 
And  you  would  say  that  sun  and  stars  took 

part  480 

In  that  unnatural  conflict  ;  for  a  cloud 
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Grew  suddenly  in  Heaven,  and  darked  the  sun 
Over  the  fighters'  heads  ;  and  a  wind  rose 
Under  their  feet,  and  moaning  swept  the  plain, 
And  in  a  sandy  whirlwind  wrapped  the  pair. 
In  gloom  they  twain  were  wrapped,  and  they 

alone  ; 
For  both  the  on-looking  hosts  on  either  hand 
Stood  in  broad  daylight,  and  the  sky  was  pure, 
And  the  sun  sparkled  on  the  Oxus  stream. 
But  in  the  gloom  they  fought,  with  bloodshot 

eyes  490 

And  labouring  breath  ;  first  Rustum  struck  the 

shield 
Which  Sohrab  held  stiff  out  :    the  steel-spiked 

spear 
Rent  the  tough  plates,  but  failed  to  reach  the 

skin, 
And    Rustum    plucked    it    back    with    angry 

groan. 
Then  Sohrab  with  his  sword  smote  Rustum's 

helm, 
Xor  clove  its  steel  quite  through  ;    but  all  the 

crest 
He    shore    away,    and    that    proud    horsehair 

plume, 
Never  till  now  defiled,  sunk  to  the  dust  ; 
And  Rustum  bowed  his  head  ;    but  then  the 

gloom 
Grew  blacker  :  thunder  rumbled  in  the  air,        500 
And  lightnings  rent  the  cloud  ;     and   Ruksh, 

the  horse, 
Who  stood  at  hand,  uttered  a  dreadful  cry  : 
No  horse's  cry  was  that,  most  like  the  roar 
Of  some  pained  desert  lion,  who  all  day 
Has  trailed  the  hunter's  javelin  in  his  side, 
And  comes  at  night  to  die  upon  the  sand  : — 
The  two  hosts  heard  that  cry,  and  quaked  for 

fear, 
And  Oxus  curdled  as  it  crossed  his  stream. 
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But  Sohrab  heard,  and  quailed  not,  but  rushed 

on, 
And  struck  again  ;  and  again  Rustum  bowed    510 
His  head  ;  but  this  time  all  the  blade,  like  glass, 
Sprang  in  a  thousand  shivers  on  the  helm, 
And  in  his  hand  the  hilt  remained  alone. 
Then  Rustum  raised  his  head  :  his   dreadful 

eyes 
Glared,   and  he  shook  on  high  his  menacing 

spear, 
And   shouted,    Rust  inn  !      Sohrab   heard   that 

shout, 
And  shrank  amazed  :  back  he  recoiled  one  step, 
And  scanned  with  blinking  eyes  the  advancing 

Form  : 
And  then  he  stood  bewildered  ;  and  he  dropped 
His  covering  shield,  and  the  spear  pierced  his 

side.  520 

He  reeled,  and  staggering  back,  sunk  to  the 

ground. 
And  then  the  gloom  dispersed,  and  the  wind  fell, 
And  the  bright  sun  broke  forth,  and  melted  all 
The  cloud  ;    and  the  two  armies  saw  the  pair  ; 
Saw  Rustum  standing,  safe  upon  his  feet, 
And  Sohrab,  wounded,  on  the  bloody  sand. 

Then,  with  a  bitter  smile,  Rustum  began  : — 
'  Sohrab,  thou  thoughtest  in  thy  mind  to  kill 
A  Persian  lord  this  day,  and  strip  his  corpse, 
And  bear  thy  trophies  to  Afrasiab's  tent.  530 

Or  else  that  the  great   Rustum  would  come 

down 
Himself  to  fight,  and  that  thy  wiles  would  move 
His  heart  to  take  a  gift,  and  let  thee  go. 
And  then  that  all  the  Tartar  host  would  praise 
Thy  courage  or  thy  craft,  and  spread  thy  fame, 
To  glad  thy  father  in  his  weak  old  age. 
Fool  !  thou  art  slain,  and  by  an  unknown  man  ! 
Dearer  to  the  red  jackals  shalt  thou  be, 
Than  to  thy  friends,  and  to  thy  father  old.' 
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And  with  a  fearless  mien  Sohrab  replied  : —  540 
'  Unknown  thou  art  ;    yet  thy  fierce  vaunt  is 

vain. 
Thou  dost  not  slay  me,  proud  and  boastful 

man  ! 
No  !    Rustum  slays  me,  and  this  filial  heart. 
For  were  I  matched  with  ten  such  men  as  thou, 
And  I  were  he  who  till  to-day  I  was, 
They  should  be  lying  here,  I  standing  there. 
But  that  beloved  name  unnerved  my  arm — 
That  name,  and  something,  I  confess,  in  thee, 
Which  troubles  all  my  heart,   and  made  my 

shield 
Fall  ;  and  thy  spear  transfixed  an  unarmed  foe.  550 
And  now  thou  boastest,  and  insult'st  my  fate. 
But  hear  thou  this,   fierce   Man,   tremble  to 

hear  ! 
The  mighty  Rustum  shall  avenge  my  death  ! 
My  father,  whom  I  seek  through  all  the  world, 
He  shall  avenge  my  death,  and  punish  thee  !' 
As   when   some  hunter  in  the   spring  hath 

found 
A  breeding  eagle  sitting  on  her  nest, 
Upon  the  craggy  isle  of  a  hill  lake, 
And  pierced  her  with  an  arrow  as  she  rose, 
And  followed  her  to  find  out  where  she  fell         560 
Far  off  ; — anon  her  mate  comes  winging  back 
From  hunting,  and  a  great  way  off  descries 
His    huddling   young    left    sole  ;  at    that,    he 

checks 
His  pinion,  and  with  short  uneasy  sweeps 
Circles  above  his  eyry,  with  loud  screams 
Chiding  his  mate  back  to  her  nest  ;  but  she 
Lies  dying,  with  the  arrow  in  her  side, 
In  some  far  stony  gorge  out  of  his  ken, 
A  heap  of  fluttering  feathers  :  never  more 
Shall  the  lake  glass  her,  flying  over  it  ;  570 

Never  the  black  and  dripping  precipices 
Echo  her  stormy  scream  as  she  sails  by  : — ■ 
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As  that  poor  bird  flies  home,  nor  knows  his 

loss — 
So  Rustum  knew  not  his  own  loss,  but  stood 
Over  his  dying  son,  and  knew  him  not. 

But  with  a  cold,  incredulous  voice,  he  said: — 
*  What  prate  is  this  of  fathers  and  revenge  ? 
The  mighty  Rustum  never  had  a  son.' 

And,  with  a  failing  voice,  Sohrab  replied  : — 
'Ah  yes,  he  had  !    and  that  lost  son  am  I.  580 

Surely  the  news  will  one  day  reach  his  ear, 
Reach  Rustum,  where  he  sits,  and  tarries  long, 
Somewhere,  I  know  not  where,  but  far  from 

here  ; 
And  pierce  him  like  a  stab,  and  make  him  leap 
To  arms,  and  cry  for  vengeance  upon  thee. 
Fierce  Man,  bethink  thee,  for  an  only  son  ! 
What  will  that  grief,  what  will  that  vengeance 

be  ! 
Oh,  could  I  live,  till  I  that  grief  had  seen  ! 
Yet  him  I  pity  not  so  much,  but  her, 
My  mother,  who  in  Ader-baijan  dwells  590 

With  that  old  King,  her  father,  who  grows  grey 
With  age,  and  rules  over  the  valiant  Koords. 
Her  most  I  pity,  who  no  more  will  see 
Sohrab  returning  from  the  Tartar  camp, 
With  spoils  and  honour,  when  the  war  is  done. 
But  a  dark  rumour  will  be  bruited  up, 
From  tribe  to  tribe,  until  it  reach  her  ear  ; 
And  then  will  that  defenceless  woman  learn 
That  Sohrab  will  rejoice  her  sight  no  more  ; 
But  that  in  battle  with  a  nameless  foe,  600 

By  the  far-distant  Oxus,  he  is  slain.' 

He  spoke  ;   and  as  he  ceased  he  wept  aloud, 
Thinking  of  her  he  left,  and  his  own  death. 
He  spoke  ;    but  Rustum  listened,  plunged  in 

thought. 
Nor  did  he  yet  believe  it  was  his  son 
Who  spoke,  although  he  called  back  names  he 
knew  ; 
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For  he  had  had  sure  tidings  that  the  babe, 
Which  was  in  Ader-baijan  born  to  him, 
Had  been  a  puny  girl,  no  boy  at  all  : 
So  that  sad  mother  sent  him  word,  for  fear        6io 
Rustum  should  take  the  boy,  to  train  in  arms  ; 
And  so  he  deemed  that  either  Sohrab  took, 
By  a  false  boast,  the  style  of  Rustum's  son  ; 
Or  that  men  gave  it  him,  to  swell  his  fame. 
So  deemed  he  ;     yet  he  listened,  plunged  in 

thought  ; 
And  his  soul  set  to  grief,  as  the  vast  tide 
Of  the  bright  rocking  Ocean  sets  to  shore 
At  the  full  moon  :    tears  gathered  in  his  eyes  ; 
For  he  remembered  his  own  early  youth, 
And  all  its  bounding  rapture  ;    as,  at  dawn,        620 
The  Shepherd  from  his  mountain  lodge  descries 
A  far  bright  City,  smitten  by  the  sun, 
Through    many   rolling   clouds  ; — so   Rustum 

saw 
His  youth  ;  saw  Sohrab's  mother,  in  her  bloom  ; 
And  that  old  King,  her  father,  who  loved  well 
His  wandering  guest,   and  gave  him  his  fair 

child 
With  joy  ;  and  all  the  pleasant  life  they  led, 
They    three,    in    that    long-distant    summer- 
time— 
The  castle,  and  the  dewy  woods,  and  hunt 
And  hound,  and  morn  on  those  delightful  hills    630 
In  Ader-baijan.\    And  he  saw  that  Youth, 
Of  age  and  looks  to  be  his  own  dear  son, 
Piteous  and  lovely,  lying  on  the  sand, 
Like  some  rich  hyacinth,  which  by  the  scythe 
Of  an  unskilful  gardener  has  been  cut, 
Mowing  the  garden  grass-plots  near  its  bed, 
And  lies,  a  fragrant  tower  of  purple  bloom, 
On  the  mown,  dying  grass  ; — so  Sohrab  lay, 
Lovely  in  death,  upon  the  common  sand. 
And  Rustum  gazed  on  him  with  grief,  and 

said  : —  640 
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*  O  Sohrab,  thou  indeed  art  such  a  son 
"Whom  Rustum,  wert  thou  his,  might  well  have 

loved  ! 
Yet  here  thou  errest,  Sohrab,  or  else  men 
Have  told  thee  false  ; — thou  art  not  Rustum's 

son. 
For  Rustum  had  no  son  :    one  child  he  had — 
But  one — a  girl  :    who  with  her  mother  now 
Plies  some  light  female  task,  nor  dreams  of  us — 
Of  us  she  dreams  not,  nor  of  wounds,  nor  war.' 
But  Sohrab  answered  him  in  wrath  ;  for  now 
The  anguish  of  the  deep-fixed  spear  grew  fierce,  650 
And  he  desired  to  draw  forth  the  steel, 
And  let  the  blood  flow  free,  and  so  to  die  ; 
But  first  he  would  convince  his  stubborn  foe — 
And,  rising  sternly  on  one  arm,  he  said  : — 

1  Man,  who  art  thou  who  dost  deny  my  words  ? 
Truth  sits  upon  the  lips  of  dying  men, 
And  Falsehood,   while  I  lived,  was  far  from 

mine. 
I  tell  thee,  pricked  upon  this  arm  I  bear 
That  seal  which  Rustum  to  my  mother  gave, 
That  she  might  prick  it  on  the  babe  she  bore.'  660 
He  spoke  :    and  all  the  blood  left  Rustum's 

cheeks  ; 
And  his  knees  tottered,  and  he  smote  his  hand, 
Against  his  breast,  his  heavy  mailed  hand, 
That  the  hard  iron  corslet  clanked  aloud  : 
And  to  his  heart  he  pressed  the  other  hand, 
And  in  a  hollow  voice  he  spake,  and  said  : — 
1  Sohrab,  that  were  a  proof  which  could  not 

lie. 
If  thou  shew  this,  then  art  thou  Rustum's  son.' 
Then,  with  weak  hasty  fingers,  Sohrab  loosed 
His  belt,  and  near  the  shoulder  bared  his  arm,    670 
And  shewed  a  sign  in  faint  vermilion  points 
Pricked  :  as  a  cunning  workman,  in  Pekin, 
Pricks  with  vermilion  some  clear  porcelain  vase, 
An  emperor's  gift — at  early  morn  he  paints, 
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And  all  day  long,  and,  when  night  comes,  the 

lamp 
Lights    up    his    studious    forehead    and    thin 

hands  : — 
So  delicately  pricked  the  sign  appeared 
On  Sohrab's  arm,  the  sign  of  Rustum's  seal. 
It  was  that  Griffin,  which  of  old  reared  Zal, 
Rustum's  great  father,  whom  they  left  to  die,    680 
A  h^Vjless  babe,  among  the  mountain  rocks. 
Him  that  kind  Creature  found,  and  reared,  and 

loved — 
Then  Rustum  took  it  for  his  glorious  sign. 
And  Sohrab  bared  that  figure  on  his  arm, 
And  himself  scanned  it  long  with  mournful  eyes, 
And  then  he  touched  it  with  his  hand  and 

said  : — 
*  How  say'st  thou  ?    Is  that  sign  the  proper 

sign 
Of  Rustum's  son,  or  of  some  other  man's  ? ' 
He  spoke  :    but  Rustum  gazed,  and  gazed, 

and  stood 
Speechless  ;     and  then  he  uttered  one  sharp 

cry —  690 

0  Boy — thy  Father ! — and  his  voice  choked  there 
And  then  a  dark  cloud  passed  before  his  eyes, 
And  his  head  swam,  and  he  sank  down  to  earth. 
But  Sohrab  crawled  to  where  he  lay,  and  cast 
His  arms  about  his  neck,  and  kissed  his  lips, 
And   with   fond  faltering   fingers   stroked   his 

cheeks, 
Trying  to  call  him  back  to  life  :  and  life 
Came  back  to  Rustum,  and  he  oped  his  eyes 
And  they  stood  wide  with  horror  ;     and  he 

seized 
In  both  his  hands  the  dust  which  lay  around,     700 
And  threw  it  on  his  head,  and  smirched  his 

hair, 
His  hair,  and   face,  and  beard,  and  glittering 

arms  : 
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And    strong    convulsive    groanings    shook   his 

breast, 
And  his  sobs  choked  him  ;   and  he  clutched  his 

sword, 
To  draw  it,  and  for  ever  let  life  out. 
But   Sohrab   saw  this  thought,    and  held  his 

hands, 
iVnd  with  a  soothing  voice  he  spoke,  and  said : — 

'  Father,  forbear  :    for  I  but  meet  to-day 
The  doom  that  at  my  birth  was  written  down 
In  Heaven,  and  thou  art  Heaven's  unconscious 

hand.  710 

Surely  my  heart  cried  out  that  it  was  thou, 
When  first  I  saw  thee  ;  and  thy  heart  spoke  too, 
I  know  it  :     but  Fate  trod  those  promptings 

down 
Under  its  iron  heel  ;  Fate,  Fate  engaged 
The  strife  and  hurled  me  on  my  father's  spear. 
But  let  us  speak  no  more  of  this  :  I  find 
My  father  ;  let  me  feel  that  I  have  found. 
Come,  sit  beside  me  on  this  sand,  and  take 
My   head   betwixt   thy   hands,    and   kiss    my 

cheeks, 
And  wash  them  with  thy  tears,  and  sav,  "  My 

Son  !"  720 

Quick  !   quick  !   for  numbered  are  niv  sands  of 

life, 
And  swift  ;   for  like  the  lightning  to  this  field 
I  came,  and  like  the  wind  I  go  away — 
Sudden,  and  swift,  and  like  a  passing  wind. 
But  it  was  writ  in  Heaven  that  this  should  I    . 
So  said  he  :   and  his  voice  released  the  I^eart 
Of  Rustum,  and  his  tears  broke  forth  ;   he  cast 
His  arms  round  his  son's  neck,  and  wept  aloud, 
And  kissed  him.       And  awe  fell  on  both  the 

hosts 
When  they  saw  Rustum's  grief  :    and  Ruksh, 

the  horse,  730 

With  his  head  bowing  to  the  ground,  and  mane 
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Sweeping  the  dust,  came  near,  and  in  mute  woe 
First  to  the  one  then  to  the  other  moved 
His  head,  as  if  inquiring  what  their  grief 
Might  mean;  and  from  his  dark,  compassionate 

eyes, 
The  big  warm  tears   rolled    down,  and  caked 

the  sand. 
But  Rustum  chid  him  with  stern  voice,  and 

said  : — 
*  Ruksh,  now  thou  grievest  ;   but,  (T  Ruksh, 

thy  feet 
Should  then  have  rotted  on  their  nimble  joints, 
^When  first  they  bore  thy  Master  to  this  field.'  740 
But    Sohrab    looked    upon    the    horse    and 

said  : — 
1  Is  this  then  Ruksh  ?    How  often,  in  past  days, 
My  mother  told  me  of  thee,  thou  brave  Steed  ! 
My  terrible  father's  terrible  horse  ;    and  said, 
That  I  should  one  day  find  thy  lord  and  thee. 
Come,  let  me  lay  my  hand  upon  thy  mane. 
O  Ruksh,  thou  art  more  fortunate  than  I  ; 
For  thou  hast  gone  where  I  shall  never  go, 
And  snuffed  the  breezes  of  my  father's  home. 
And  thou  hast  trod  the  sands  of  Seistan,  750 

And  seen  the  River  of  Helmund,  and  the  Lake 
Of  Zirrah  ;  and  the  aged  Zal  himself 
Has  often  stroked  thy  neck,  and  given  thee 

food, 
Corn  in  a  golden  platter  soaked  with  wine, 
And  said—"  O  Ruksh  !    bear  Rustum  well  !" 

—but  I 
Have  never  known   my   grandsire's  furrowed 

face, 
Nor  seen  his  lofty  house  in  Seistan, 
Nor  slaked  my  thirst  at  the  clear  Helmund 

stream  : 
But  lodged  among  my  father's  foes,  and  seen 
Afrasiab's  cities  only,  Samarcand,  760 

Bokhara,  and  lone  Khiva  in  the  waste, 
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And  the  black  Toorkmun  tents  ;     and  only 

drunk 
The  desert  rivers,  Moorghab  and  Tejend, 
Kohik,  and  where  the  Kalmuks  feed  their  sheep, 
The  northern  Sir  ;  and  this  great  Oxus  stream — 
The  yellow  Oxus,  by  whose  brink  I  die.' 

And,  with  a  heavy  groan,  Rustum  replied  : — 
'  Oh  that  its  waves  were  flowing  over  me  ! 
Oh  that  I  saw  its  grains  of  yellow  silt 
Roll  tumbling  in  the  current  o'er  my  head  !'      770 
And,  with  a  grave  mild  voice,  Sohrab  re- 
plied : — 
'  Desire  not  that,  my  father  ;  thou  must  live. 
For  some  are  born  to  do  great  deeds,  and  live, 
As  some  are  born  to  be  obscured,  and  die. 
Do  thou  the  deeds  I  die  too  young  to  do, 
And  reap  a  second  glory  in  thine  age. 
Thou  art  my  father,  and  thy  gain  is  mine. 
But  come  :    thou  seest  this  great  host  of  men 
Which  follow  me  ;  I  pray  thee,  slay  not  these  : 
Let  me  entreat  for  them  :     what  have  they 

done  ?  780 

They  followed  me,  my  hope,  my  fame,  my  star. 
Let  them  all  cross  the  Oxus  back  in  peace. 
But  me  thou  must  bear  hence,  not  send  with 

them, 
But  carry  me  with  thee  to  Seistan, 
And  place  me  on  a  bed,  and  mourn  for  me, 
Thou,  and  the  snow-haired  Zal,  and  all  thy 

friends. 
And  thou  must  lay  me  in  that  lovely  earth, 
And  heap  a  stately  mound  above  my  bones, 
And  plant  a  far-seen  pillar  over  all  : 
That  so  the  passing  horseman  on  the  waste        790 
May  see  my  tomb  a  great  way  off,  and  say — 
Sohrab,  the  mighty  Rustum' s  son,  lies  there, 
Whom  his  great  father  did  in  ignorance  kill — 
And  I  be  not  forgotten  in  my  grave.' 
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And,   with   a   mournful   voice,   Rustum  re- 
plied : — 
'  Fear  not  ;  as  thou  hast  said,  Sohrab,  my  son, 
So  shall  it  be  :  for  I  will  burn  my  tents, 
And  quit  the  host,  and  bear  thee  hence  with 

me, 
And  carry  thee  away  to  Seistan,  soo 

And  place  thee  on  a  bed,  and  mourn  for  thee, 
AYith  the  snow-headed  Zal,  and  all  my  friends. 
And  I  will  lay  thee  in  that  lovely  earth, 
And  heap  a  stately  mound  above  thy  bones, 
And  plant  a  far-seen  pillar  over  all  : 
And  men  shall  not  forget  thee  in  thy  grave. 
And   I   will   spare   thy   host  :    yea,   let   them 

go: 
Let  them  all  cross  the  Oxus  back  in  peace. 
What  should  I  do  with  slaying  any  more  ? 
For  would  that  all  whom  I  have  ever  slain 
Might  be  once  more  alive  ;    my  bitterest  foes,  sio 
And  they  who  were  called  champions  in  their 

time, 
And  through  whose  death  I  won  that  fame  I 

have  ; 
And  I  were  nothing  but  a  common  man, 
A  poor,  mean  soldier,  and  without  renown  ; 
So  thou  mightest  live,  too,  my  Son,  my  Son  ! 
Or  rather  would  that  I,  even  I  myself, 
Might  now  be  lying  on  this  bloody  sand, 
Near    death,   and    by  an    ignorant   stroke   of 

thine, 
Not  thou  of  mine  ;   and  I  might  die,  not  thou  ; 
And  I,  not  thou,  be  borne  to  Seistan  ;  820 

And   Zal   might   weep    above   my    grave,    not 

thine  ; 
And  say — 0  son,  I  weep  thee  not  too  sore, 
For  willingly,  I  know,  thou  met' si  thine  end. — 
But  now  in  blood  and  battles  was  my  youth, 
And  full  of  blood  and  battles  is  my  age  ; 
And  I  shall  never  end  this  life  of  blood,' 
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Then,    at   the   point   of   death,    Sohrab   re-     . 
plied  : — 
'A  life  of  blood  indeed,  thou  dreadful  Man  ! 
But  thou  shalt  yet  have  peace  ;  only  not  now  ; 
Not  yet  :   but  thou  shalt  have  it  on  that  day,     830 
When  thou  shalt  sail  in  a  high-masted  ship, 
Thou  and  the  other  peers  of  Kai-Khosroo, 
Returning  home  over  the  salt  blue  sea, 
From  laying  thy  dear  Master  in  his  grave.' 
And  Rustum  gazed  on  Sohrab's  face,   and 
said  : — 
'  Soon  be  that  day,   my  Son,  and  deep  that 

sea  ! 
Till  then,  if  Fate  so  wills,  let  me  endure.' 
He  spoke  ;    and  Sohrab  smiled  on  him,  and 

took 
The  spear,  and  drew  it  from  his  side,  and  eased 
His  wound's  imperious  anguish  :  but  the  blood  840 
Came  welling  from  the  open  gash,  and  life 
Flowed  with  the  stream  :     all  down  his  cold 

white  side 
The  crimson  torrent  ran,  dim  now,  and  soiled, 
Like  the  soiled  tissue  of  white  violets 
Left,  freshly  gathered,  on  their  native  bank, 
By  romping  children,  whom  their  nurses  call 
From  the  hot  fields  at  noon  :  his  head  drooped 

low 
His  limbs  grew  slack  ;     motionless,  white,  he 

lay- 
White,  with  eyes  closed  ;     only  when  heavy 

gasps, 
Deep,  heavy  gasps,  quivering  through  all  his 

frame,  850 

Convulsed  him  back  to  life,  he  opened  them, 
And  fixed  them  feebly  on  his  father's  face  :  _ 
Till  now  all  strength  was  ebbed,  and  from  his 

limbs 
Unwillingly  the  spirit  fled  away, 
Regretting  the  warm  mansion  which  it  left, 
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And   youth    and   bloom,    and   this    delightful 

world. 
So,  on  the  bloody  sand,  Sohrab  lay  dead. 
And  the  great  Rustum  drew  his  horseman's 

cloak 
Down  o'er  his  face,  and  sate  by  his  dead  son. 
As  those  black  granite  pillars,  once  high-reared  860 
By  Jemshid  in  Persepolis,  to  bear 
His  house,   now,   mid  their  broken  flights  of 

steps 
Lie  prone,  enormous,  down  the  mountain  side — 
So  in  the  sand  lay  Rustum  by  his  son. 

And  night  came  down  over  the  solemn  waste, 
And  the  two  gazing  hosts,  and  that  sole  pair, 
And  darkened  all  ;    and  a  cold  fog,  with  night, 
Crept  from  the  Oxus.     Soon  a  hum  arose, 
As  of  a  great  assembly  loosed,  and  fires 
Began  to  twinkle  through  the  fog  :    for  now       870 
Both  armies  moved  to  camp,  and  took  their 

meal  : 
The  Persians  took  it  on  the  open  sands 
Southward  ;    the  Tartars  by  the  river  marge  : 
And  Rustum  and  his  son  were  left  alone. 

But  the  majestic  River  floated  on, 
Out  of  the  mist  and  hum  of  that  low  land, 
Into  the  frosty  starlight,  and  there  moved, 
Rejoicing,  through    the    hushed    Chorasmian 

waste, 
Under  the  solitary  moon  :  he  flowed 
Right  for  the  Polar  Star,  past  Orgunje,  880 

Brimming,  and  bright,  and  large  :    then  sands 

begin 
To  hem  his  watery  march,  and  dam  his  streams, 
And  split  his  currents  ;  that  for  many  a  league 
The  shorn  and  parcelled  Oxus  strains  along 
Through  beds  of  sand  and  matted  rushy  isles — 
Oxus,  forgetting  the  bright  speed  he  had 
In  his  high  mountain  cradle  in  Pamere, 
A  foiled  circuitous  wanderer  : — till  at  last 
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The  longed-for  dash  of  waves  is  heard,   and 

wide 
His  luminous  home  of  waters  opens,  bright        890 
And  tranquil,  from  whose  floor  the  new-bathed 

stars 
Emerge,  and  shine  upon  the  Aral  Sea. 


ALL  SERVICE   RANKS  THE  SAME 
WITH  GOD. 

All  service  ranks  the  same  with  God  : 

If  now,  as  formerly  He  trod 

Paradise,  His  presence  fills 

Our  earth,  each  only  as  God  wills 

Can  work — God's  puppets,  best  and  worst, 

Are  we  ;  there  is  no  last  nor  first. 

Say  not  *  a  small  event '  !     Why  '  small '  ? 

Costs  it  more  pain  that  this,  ye  call 

A  *  great  event',  should  come  to  pass, 

Than  that  ?     Untwine  me  from  the  mass  10 

Of  deeds  which  make  up  life,  one  deed 

Power  shall  fall  short  in,  or  exceed  ! 
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That  second  time  they  hunted  me 
From  hill  to  plain,  from  shore  to  sea, 
And  Austria,  hounding  far  and  wide 
Her  blood-hounds  through  the  country-side 
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Breathed  hot  and  instant  on  my  trace, — 

I  made  six  days  a  hiding-place 

Of  that  dry  green  old  aqueduct 

Where  I  and  Charles,  when  boys,  have  plucked 

The  fire-flies  from  the  roof  above, 

Bright  creeping  through  the  moss  they  love:        10 

— How  long  it  seems  since  Charles  was  lost  ! 

Six  days  the  soldiers  crossed  and  crossed 

The  country  in  my  very  sight  ; 

And  when  that  peril  ceased  at  night, 

The  sky  broke  out  in  red  dismay 

With  signal-fires  ;  well,  there  I  lay 

Close  covered  o'er  in  my  recess, 

Up  to  the  neck  in  ferns  and  cress, 

Thinking  on  Metternich  our  friend, 

And  Charles's  miserable  end,  20 

And  much  beside,  two  days  ;  the  third, 

Hunger  o'ercame  me  when  I  heard 

The  peasants  from  the  village  go 

To  work  among  the  maize  ;  you  know, 

With  us  in  Lombardy,  they  bring 

Provisions  packed  on  mules,  a  string 

With  little  bells  that  cheer  their  task, 

And  casks,  and  boughs  on  every  cask 

To  keep  the  sun's  heat  from  the  wine  ; 

These  I  let  pass  in  jingling  line,  30 

And,  close  on  them,  dear  noisy  crew, 

The  peasants  from  the  village,  too  ; 

For  at  the  very  rear  would  troop 

Their  wives  and  sisters  in  a  group 

To  help,  I  knew  ;  when  these  had  passed, 

I  threw  my  glove  to  strike  the  last, 

Taking  the  chance  :  she  did  not  start, 

Much  less  cry  out,  but  stooped  apart 

One  instant,  rapidly  glanced  round, 

And  saw  me  beckon  from  the  ground  :\  40 

A  wild  bush  grows  and  hides  my  crypt  ; 

She  picked  my  glove  up  while  she  stripped 
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A  branch  off,  then  rejoined  the  rest 
With  that  ;  my  glove  lay  in  her  breast  : 
Then  I  drew  breath  :  they  disappeared  : 
It  was  for  Italy  I  feared. 

An  hour,  and  she  returned  alone 
Exactly  where  my  glove  was  thrown. 
Meanwhile  came  many  thoughts  ;  on  me 
Rested  the  hopes  of  Italy  ;  50 

I  had  devised  a  certain  tale 
Which,  when  'twas  told  her,  could  not  fail 
Persuade  a  peasant  of  its  truth  ; 
I  meant  to  call  a  freak  of  youth 
This  hiding,  and  give  hopes  of  pay, 
And  no  temptation  to  betray. 
But  when  I  saw  that  woman's  face, 
Its  calm  simplicity  of  grace, 
Our  Italy's  own  attitude 

In  which  she  walked  thus  far,  and  stood,  60 

Planting  each  naked  foot  so  firm, 
To  crush  the  snake  and  spare  the  worm — 
At  first  sight  of  her  eyes,  I  said, 
'  I  am  that  man  upon  whose  head 
They  fix  the  price,  because  I  hate 
The  Austrians  over  us  ;  the  State 
Will  give  you  gold — oh,  gold  so  much  ! — 
If  you  betray  me  to  their  clutch, 
And  be  your  death,  for  aught  I  know, 
If  once  they  find  you  saved  their  foe.  70 

Now,  you  must  bring  me  food  and  drink, 
And  also  paper,  pen  and  ink, 
And  carry  safe  what  I  shall  write 
To  Padua,  which  you'll  reach  at  night 
Before  the  Duomo  shuts  ;  go  in, 
And  wait  till  Tenebrae  begin  ; 
Walk  to  the  Third  Confessional, 
Between  the  pillar  and  the  wall, 
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And  kneeling  whisper,  Whence  comes  peace  ? 

Say  it  a  second  time,  then  cease  ;  so 

And  if  the  voice  inside  returns, 

From  Christ  and  Freedom  ;  what  concerns 

The  cause  of  Peace  ? — for  answer,  slip 

My  letter  where  you  placed  your  lip  ; 

Then  come  back  happy  we  have  done 

Our  mother  service — I,  the  son, 

As  you  the  daughter  of  our  land  !' 

Three  mornings  more,  she  took  her  stand 
In  the  same  place,  with  the  same  eyes  : 
I  was  no  surer  of  sun-rise  90 

Than  of  her  coming  :  we  conferred 
Of  her  own  prospects,  and  I  heard 
She  had  a  lover — stout  and  tall, 
She  said — then  let  her  eyelids  fall, 
'  He  could  do  much  ' — as  if  some  doubt 
Entered  her  heart, — then,  passing  out, 
'  She  could  not  speak  for  others,  who 
Had  other  thoughts  :  herself  she  knew  :' 
And  so  she  brought  me  drink  and  food. 
After  four  days,  the  scouts  pursued  100 

Another  path  ;  at  last  arrived 
The  help  my  Paduan  friends  contrived 
To  furnish  me  :  she  brought  the  news. 
For  the  first  time  I  could  not  choose 
But  kiss  her  hand,  and  lay  my  own 
Upon  her  head — '  This  faith  was  shown 
To  Italy,  our  mother  ;  she 
Uses  my  hand  and  blesses  thee.' 
She  followed  down  to  the  sea-shore  ; 
I  left  and  never  saw  her  more.  no 

How  very  long  since  I  have  thought 
Concerning — much  less  wished  for — aught 
Beside  the  good  of  Italy, 
For  which  I  live  and  mean  to  die  ! 
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I  never  was  in  love  ;  and  since 

Charles  proved  false,  what  shall  now  convince 

My  inmost  heart  I  have  a  friend  ? 

However,  if  I  pleased  to  spend 

Real  wishes  on  myself — say,  three — 

I  know  at  least  what  one  should  be  ;  120 

I  would  grasp  Metternich  until 

I  felt  his  red  wet  throat  distil 

In  blood  thro'  these  two  hands  :  and  next, 

— Nor  much  for  that  am  I  perplexed — 

Charles,  perjured  traitor,  for  his  part, 

Should  die  slow  of  a  broken  heart 

Under  his  new  employers.     Last 

— Ah,  there,  what  should  I  wish  ?     For  fast 

Do  I  grow  old  and  out  of  strength. 

If  I  resolved  to  seek  at  length  130 

My  father's  house  again,  how  scared 

They  all  would  look,  and  unprepared  ! 

My  brothers  live  in  Austria's  pay 

— Disowned  me  long  ago,  men  say  ; 

And  all  my  early  mates  who  used 

To  praise  me  so — perhaps  induced 

More  than  one  early  step  of  mine — 

Are  turning  wise  ;  while  some  opine 

1  Freedom  grows  License,'  some  suspect 

1  Haste  breeds  Delay,'  and  recollect  ho 

They  always  said,  such  premature 

Beginnings  never  could  endure  ! 

So,  with  a  sullen  'All's  for  best,' 

The  land  seems  settling  to  its  rest. 

I  think,  then,  I  should  wish  to  stand 

This  evening  in  that  dear,  lost  land, 

Over  the  sea  the  thousand  miles, 

And  know  if  yet  that  woman  smiles 

With  the  calm  smile  ;  some  little  farm 

She  lives  in  there,  no  doubt  ;  what  harm  150 

If  I  sat  on  the  door-side  bench, 

And,  while  her  spindle  made  a  trench 


CAVALIER  TUNES  39 

Fantastically  in  the  dust, 

Inquired  of  all  her  fortunes — just 

Her  children's  ages  and  their  names, 

And  what  may  be  the  husband's  aims 

For  each  of  them.     I'd  talk  this  out, 

And  sit  there,  for  an  hour  about, 

Then  kiss  her  hand  once  more,  and  lay 

Mine  on  her  head,  and  go  my  way.  160 

So  much  for  idle  wishing — how 
It  steals  the  time  !     To  business  now  ! 


CAVALIER  TUNES. 

I.  Marching  Along, 
i. 

Kentish  Sir  Byng  stood  for  his  King, 
Bidding  the  crop-headed  Parliament  swing  : 
And,  pressing  a  troop  unable  to  stoop 
And  see  the  rogues  nourish  and  honest  folk 

droop, 
Marched  them  along,  fifty-score  strong, 
Great-hearted  gentlemen,  singing  this  song. 

ii. 
God  for  King  Charles  !     Pym  and  such  carles 
To  the  Devil  that  prompts  'em  their  treasonous 

paries  ! 
Cavaliers,  up  !     Lips  from  the  cup, 
Hands  from  the  pasty,  nor  bite  take  nor  sup        10 
Till  you're — 

(Chorus.) 
Marching  along,  fifty-score  strong. 
Great-hearted  gentlemen,  singing  this  song. 
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in. 

Hampden  to  Hell,  and  his  obsequies'  knell 
Serve  Hazelrig,  Fiennes,  and  young  Harry  as 

well  ! 
England,  good  cheer  !     Rupert  is  near  ! 
Kentish  and  loyalists,  keep  we  not  here, 

(Chorus.) 
Marching  along,  fifty-score  strong, 
Great-hearted  gentlemen,  singing  this  song  ? 

IV. 

Then,  God  for  King  Charles  !     Pym  and  his 

snarls  20 

To  the  Devil  that  pricks  on  such  pestilent 
carles  ! 

Hold  by  the  right,  you  double  your  might  ; 

So,  onward  to  Nottingham,  fresh  for  the  fight, 

(Chorus.) 
March  we  along,  fifty-score  strong, 
Great-hearted  gentlemen,  singing  this  song  ! 

II.  Give  a  Rouse. 
1. 
King  Charles,  and  who'll  do  him  right  now  ? 
King  Charles,  and  who's  ripe  for  fight  now  ? 
Give  a  rouse  :    here's,  in  Hell's  despite  now, 
King  Charles  ! 

11. 
Who  gave  me  the  goods  that  went  since  ? 
Who  raised  me  the  house  that  sank  once  ? 
Who  helped  me  to  gold  I  spent  since  ? 
Who  found  me  in  wine  you  drank  once  ? 

(Chorus.) 
King  Charles,  and  who'll  do  him  right  now  ? 
King  Charles,  and  who's  ripe  for  fight  now  ?      10 
Give  a  rouse  :    here's,  in  Hell's  despite  now, 
King  Charles  ! 
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in. 
To  whom  used  my  boy  George  quafffelse, 
By  the  old  fool's  side  that  begot  him  ? 
For  whom  did  he  cheer  and  laugh  else, 
While  Noll's  damned  troopers  shot  him  ? 

(Chorus.) 
King  Charles,  and  who'll  do  him  right  now  ? 
King  Charles,  and  who's  ripe  for  fight  now  ? 
Give  a  rouse  :   here's,  in  HelVs  despite  now, 

King  Charles  I  20 


III.  Boot  and  Saddle. 
1. 
Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  and  away  ! 
Rescue  my  Castle,  before  the  hot  day 
Brightens  to  blue  from  its  silvery  grey, 

(Chorus.)   Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  and  away  I 


11. 
Ride  past  the  suburbs,  asleep  as  you'd  say  ; 
Many's  the  friend  there,  will  listen  and  pray 
'  God's  luck  to  gallants  that  strike  up  the  lay — 
(Chorus.)  Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  and  away!' 

in. 
Forty  miles  off,  like  a  roebuck  at  bay, 
Flouts    Castle    Brancepeth    the    Roundhead's 

array  :  10 

Who  laughs,  '  Good  fellows  ere  this,  by  my  fay, 
(Chorus.)   Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  and  away!' 


IV. 


Who?  My  wife  Gertrude;  that,  honest  and  gay, 

Laughs,  when  you  talk  of  surrendering,  '  Nay  ! 

I've  better  counsellors  ;     what  counsel  they  ? 

(Chorus.)   Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  and  away!' 
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MY  LAST  DUCHESS. 

Ferrara. 

That's  my  last  Duchess  painted  on  the  wall, 

Looking  as  if  she  were  alive  ;  I  call 

That  piece  a  wonder,   now  :      Fra  Pandolf's 

hands 
Worked  busily  a  day,  and  there  she  stands. 
Will't  please  you  sit  and  look  at  her  ?    I  said 
'  Fra  Pandolf  '  by  design,  for  never  read 
Strangers  like  you  that  pictured  countenance, 
The  depth  and  passion  of  its  earnest  glance, 
But  to  myself  they  turned  (since  none  puts  by 
The  curtain  I  have  drawn  for  you,  but  I)  10 

And  seemed  as  they  would  ask  me,  if  they 

durst, 
How  such  a  glance  came  there  ;     so,  not  the 

first 
Are  you  to  turn  and  ask  thus.     Sir,  't  was  not 
Her  husband's  presence  only,  called  that  spot 
Of  joy  into  the  Duchess'  cheek  :    perhaps 
Fra  Pandolf  chanced  to  say  '  Her  mantle  laps 
Over  my  Lady's  wrist  too  much,'  or  '  Paint 
Must  never  hope  to  reproduce  the  faint 
Half -flush  that  dies  along  her  throat '  ;    such 

stuff 
Was  courtesy,  she  thought,  and  cause  enough    20 
For  calling  up  that  spot  of  joy.     She  had 
A  heart .  .  .  how  shall  I  say  ? .  .  .  too  soon  made 

glad, 
Too  easily  impressed  ;     she  liked  whate'er 
She  looked  on,  and  her  looks  went  everywhere. 
Sir,  't  was  all  one  !     My  favour  at  her  breast, 
The  dropping  of  the  daylight  in  the  West, 
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The  bough  of  cherries  some  officious  fool 
Broke  in  the  orchard  for  her,  the  white  mule 
She  rode  with  round  the  terrace — all  and  each 
Would    draw   from    her    alike    the    approving 

speech,  30 

Or  blush,  at  least.     She  thanked  men, — good  ; 

but  thanked 
Somehow ...  I  know  not  how ...  as  if  she  ranked 
My  gift  of  a  nine-hundred-years-old  name 
With  anybody's  gift.     Who'd  stoop  to  blame 
This  sort  of  trifling  ?     Even  had  you  skill 
In  speech — (which  I  have  not) — to  make  vour 

will 
Quite  clear  to  such  an  one,  and  say  'Just  this 
Or  that  in  you  disgusts  me  ;    here  you  miss, 
Or  there  exceed  the  mark  ' — and  if  she  let 
Herself  be  lessoned  so,  nor  plainly  set  40 

Her  wits  to  yours,  forsooth,  and  made  excuse, 
— E'en  then  would  be  some  stooping,   and  I 

choose 
Never  to  stoop.     Oh,  Sir,  she  smiled,  no  doubt, 
Whene'er  I  passed  her  ;    but  who  passed  with- 
out 
Much  the  same  smile  ?     This  grew  ;     I  gave 

commands  ; 
Then  all  smiles  stopped  together.     There  she 

stands 
As   if   alive.     Will't   please   you   rise  ?     We'll 

meet 
The  company  below,  then.     I  repeat, 
The  Count  your  Master's  known  munificence 
Is  ample  warrant  that  no  just  pretence  50 

Of  mine  for  dowry  will  be  disallowed  ; 
Though  his  fair  daughter's  self,  as  I  avowed 
At  starting,  is  my  object.     Nay,  we'll  go 
Together  down,  Sir  !    Notice  Neptune,  though, 
Taming  a  sea-horse,  thought  a  rarity, 
Which   Claus  of  Innsbruck  cast  in  bronze  for 

me. 
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Morning,  evening,  noon,  and  night, 
'  Praise  God  ',  sang  Theocrite. 

Then  to  his  poor  trade  he  turned, 
Whereby  the  daily  meal  was  earned. 

Hard  he  laboured,  long  and  well  ; 
O'er  his  work  the  boy's  curls  fell. 

But  ever,  at  each  period, 

He  stopped  and  sang,  '  Praise  God.' 

Then  back  again  his  curls  he  threw, 

And  cheerful  turned  to  work  anew.  10 

Said  Blaise,  the  listening  monk,  '  Well  done  ; 
I  doubt  not  thou  art  heard,  my  son  : 

As  well  as  if  thy  voice  to-day 

Were  praising  God,  the  Pope's  great  way. 

This  Easter  Day,  the  Pope  at  Rome 
Praises  God  from  Peter's  dome.' 

Said  Theocrite,  '  W7ould  God  that  I 

Might  praise  Him,  that  great  way,  and  die  !' 

Night  passed,  day  shone, 

And  Theocrite  was  gone.  20 

With  God  a  day  endures  alway, 
A  thousand  years  are  but  a  day. 
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God  said  in  Heaven,  *  Nor  day  nor  night 
Now  brings  the  voice  of  my  delight.' 

Then  Gabriel,  like  a  rainbow's  birth, 
Spread  his  wings  and  sank  to  earth  ; 

Entered  in  flesh,  the  empty  cell, 

Lived  there,  and  played  the  craftsman  well  ; 

And  morning,  evening,  noon,  and  night, 
Praised  God  in  place  of  Theocrite.  30 

x4nd  from  a  boy,  to  youth  he  grew  : 
The  man  put  off  the  stripling's  hue: 

The  man  matured  and  fell  away 
Into  the  season  of  decay  : 

And  ever  o'er  the  trade  he  bent, 
And  ever  lived  on  earth  content. 

(He  did  God's  will  ;  to  him,  all  one 
If  on  the  earth  or  in  the  sun.) 

God  said,  'A  praise  is  in  mine  ear  ; 

There  is  no  doubt  in  it,  no  fear  :  40 

So  sing  old  worlds,  and  so 

New  worlds  that  from  my  footstool  go. 

Clearer  loves  sound  other  ways  : 
I  miss  my  little  human  praise.' 

Then  forth  sprang  Gabriel's  wings,  off  fell 
The  flesh  disguise,  remained  the  cell. 

'Twas  Easter  Day  :  he  flew  to  Rome, 
And  paused  above  Saint  Peter's  dome. 
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In  the  tiring-room  close  by 

The  great  outer  gallery,  50 

With  his  holy  vestments  dight, 
Stood  the  new  Pope,  Theocrite  : 

And  all  his  past  career 
Came  back  upon  him  clear, 

Since  when  a  boy,  he  plied  his  trade, 
Till  on  his  life  the  sickness  weighed  ; 

And  in  his  cell,  when  death  drew  near, 
An  angel  in  a  dream  brought  cheer  : 

And  rising  from  the  sickness  drear 

He  grew  a  priest,  and  now  stood  here.  60 

To  the  East  with  praise  he  turned, 
And  on  his  sight  the  angel  burned. 

'  I  bore  thee  from  thy  craftsman's  cell, 
And  set  thee  here  ;  I  did  not  well. 

Vainly  I  left  my  angel-sphere, 

Vain  was  thy  dream  of  many  a  year. 

Thy  voice's  praise  seemed  weak  ;  it  dropped — 
Creation's  chorus  stopped  ! 

Go  back  and  praise  again 

The  early  way,  while  I  remain.  70 

With  that  weak  voice  of  our  disdain, 
Take  up  Creation's  pausing  strain. 

Back  to  the  cell  and  poor  employ  : 
Resume  the  craftsman  and  the  boy  !' 


HOME-THOUGHTS,  FROM  ABROAD  47 

Theocrite  grew  old  at  home  ; 

A  new  Pope  dwelt  in  Peter's  Dome. 

One  vanished  as  the  other  died  : 
They  sought  God  side  by  side. 


HOME  THOUGHTS,  FROM  ABROAD. 

i. 

Oh,  to  be  in  England 

Now  that  x\pril's  there, 

And  whoever  wakes  in  England 

Sees,  some  morning,  unaware, 

That  the  lowest  boughs  and  the  brushwood 

sheaf 
Round  the  elm-tree  bole  are  in  tiny  leaf, 
While  the  chaffinch  sings  on  the  orchard  bough 
In  England — now  ! 

ii. 
And  after  April,  when  May  follows, 

And  the  whitethroat  builds,  and  all  the  swal- 
lows !  10 

Hark,   where  my  blossomed  pear-tree  in  the 
hedge 

Leans  to  the  field  and  scatters  on  the  clover 

Blossoms  and  dewdrops — at  the  bent  spray's 
edge— 

That's  the  wise  thrush  ;     he  sings  each  song 
twice  over, 

Lest  you  should  think  he  never  could  recapture 

The  first  fine  careless  rapture  ! 

And  though  the  fields  look  rough  with  hoary 
dew, 

All  will  be  gay  when  noontide  wakes  anew 

The  buttercups,  the  little  children's  dower 

— Far  brighter  than  this  gaudy  melon-flower  !    20 


48  UP  AT  A  VILLA 


UP  AT  A  VILLA— DOWN  IN 
THE  CITY. 

(AS  DISTINGUISHED  BY  AN  ITALIAN  PERSON 

OF  QUALITY.) 

I. 

Had  I  but  plenty  of  money,  money  enough  and 

to  spare, 
The  house  for  me,  no  doubt,  were  a  house  in  the 

city-square  ; 
Ah,  such  a  life,  such  a  life,  as  one  leads  at  the 

window  there  ! 

ii. 
Something  to  see,  by  Bacchus,  something  to 

hear,  at  least  ! 
There,  the  whole  day  long,  one's  life  is  a  perfect 

feast  ; 
While  up  at  a  villa  one  lives,  I  maintain  it,  no 

more  than  a  beast. 

in. 

Well  now,  look  at  our  villa  !  stuck  like  the  horn 
of  a  bull 

Just  on  a  mountain's  edge  as  bare  as  the  crea- 
ture's skull, 

Save  a  mere  shag  of  a  bush  with  hardly  a  leaf 
to  pull  ! 

— I  scratch  my  own,  sometimes,  to  see  if  the 

hair's  turned  wool.  10 

IV. 

But  the  city,  oh  the  city — the  square  with  the 

houses  !     Why  ? 
They  are  stone-faced,  white  as  a  curd,  there's 

something  to  take  the  eye  ! 
Houses  in  four  straight  lines,  not  a  single  front 

awry  ! 
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You  watch  who  crosses  and  gossips,  who  saun- 
ters, who  hurries  by  ; 

Green  blinds,  as  a  matter  of  course,  to  draw 
when  the  sun  gets  high  ; 

And  the  shops  with  fanciful  signs  which  are 
painted  properly. 

V. 

What  of  a  villa  ?  Though  winter  be  over  in 
March  by  rights, 

'Tis  May  perhaps  ere  the  snow  shall  have  with- 
ered well  off  the  heights  : 

You've  the  brown  ploughed  land  before,  where 
the  oxen  steam  and  wheeze, 

And  the  hills  over-smoked  behind  by  the  faint 

grey  olive-trees.  20 

VI. 

Is  it  better  in  May,  I  ask  you  ?  You've  sum- 
mer all  at  once  ; 

In  a  day  he  leaps  complete  with  a  few  strong 
April  suns  ! 

'Mid  the  sharp  short  emerald  wheat,  scarce 
risen  three  fingers  well, 

The  wild  tulip,  at  end  of  its  tube,  blows  out  its 
great  red  bell 

Like  a  thin  clear  bubble  of  blood,  for  the  child- 
ren to  pick  and  sell. 

VII. 

Is  it  ever  hot  in  the  square  ?  There's  a  foun- 
tain to  spout  and  splash  ! 

In  the  shade  it  sings  and  springs  ;  in  the  shine 
such  foam-bows  flash 

On  the  horses  with  curling  fish-tails,  that  prance 
and  paddle  and  pash 

Round  the  lady  atop  in  her  conch — fifty  gazers 
do  not  abash, 

Though  all  that  she  wears  is  some  weeds  round 

her  waist  in  a  sort  of  sash  !  30 
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VIII. 

All  the  year  long  at  the   villa,  nothing  to  see 

though  you  linger, 
Except  yon  cypress  that  points  like  Death's 

lean  lifted  forefinger. 
Some  think  fireflies  pretty,  when  they  mix  i' 

the  corn  and  mingle, 
Or  thrid  the  stinking  hemp  till  the  stalks  of  it 

seem  a-tingle. 
Late  August  or  early  September,  the  stunning 

cicala  is  shrill, 
And  the  bees  keep  their  tiresome  whine  round 

the  resinous  firs  on  the  hill. 
Enough  of  the  seasons, — I  spare  you  the  months 

of  the  fever  and  chill. 

IX. 

Ere  you  open  your  eyes  in  the  city,  the  blessed 
church-bells  begin  : 

No  sooner  the  bells  leave  off,  than  the  diligence 
rattles  in  : 

You  get  the  pick  of  the  news,  and  it  costs  you 

never  a  pin.  40 

By  and  by  there's  the  travelling  doctor  gives 
pills,  lets  blood,  draws  teeth  ; 

Or  the  Pulcinello-trumpet  breaks  up  the  mar- 
ket beneath. 

At  the  post-office  such  a  scene-picture — the  new 
play,  piping  hot  ! 

And  a  notice  how,  only  this  morning,  three 
liberal  thieves  were  shot. 

Above  it,  behold  the  archbishop's  most  father- 
ly of  rebukes, 

And  beneath,  with  his  crown  and  his  lion,  some 
little  new  law  of  the  Duke's  ! 

Or  a  sonnet  with  flowery  marge,  to  the  Rever- 
end Don  So-and-so 

Who  is  Dante,  Boccaccio,  Petrarca,  Saint  Je- 
rome, and  Cicero. 
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'And  moreover',  (the  sonnet  goes  rhyming,) 
'  the  skirts  of  Saint  Paul  has  reached, 

Having  preached  us  those    six   Lent-lectures 

more  unctuous  than  ever  he  preached'.    50 

Noon  strikes, — here  sweeps  the  procession  ! 
our  Lady  borne  smiling  and  smart 

With  a  pink  gauze  gown  all  spangles,  and  seven 
swords  stuck  in  her  heart  ! 

Bang,  whang,  whang,  goes  the  drum,  tootle-te- 
tootle  the  fife  ; 

No  keeping  one's  haunches  still  ;  it's  the  great- 
est pleasure  in  life. 

x. 

But  bless  you,  it's  dear — it's  dear  !  fowls,  wine, 

at  double  the  rate. 
They  have  clapped  a  new  tax  upon  salt,  and 

what  oil  pays  passing  the  gate 
It's  a  horror  to  think  of.     And  so,  the  villa  for 

me,  not  the  city  ! 
Beggars  can  scarcely  be  choosers  :    but  still — 

ah,  the  pity,  the  pity  ! 
Look,  two  and  two  go  the  priests,  then  the 

monks  with  cowls  and  sandals, 
And   the   penitents   dressed   in    white    shirts, 

a-holding  the  yellow  candles  ;  60 

One,  he  carries  a  flag  up  straight,  and  another 

a  cross  with  handles, 
And  the  Duke's  guard  brings  up  the  rear,  for 

the  better  prevention  of  scandals  : 
Bang,  whang,  whang  goes  the  drum,  tootle-te- 

tootle  the  fife. 
Oh,  a  day  in  the  city-square,  there  is  no  such 

pleasure  in  life  ! 
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LOVE  AMONG  THE  RUINS. 


I. 

Where  the  quiet-coloured  end  of  evening  smiles 

Miles  and  miles 
On  the  solitary  pastures  where  our  sheep 

Half-asleep 
Tinkle  homeward  thro'  the  twilight,  stray  or 
stop 

As  they  crop — 

ii. 
Was  the  site  once  of  a  city  great  and  gay, 

(So  they  say) 
Of  our  country's  very  capital,  its  prince 

Ages  since  10 

Held  his  court  in,  gathered  councils,  wielding 
far 
Peace  or  war. 

in. 
Now — the  country  does  not  even  boast  a  tree, 

As  you  see, 
To  distinguish  slopes  of  verdure,  certain  rills 

From  the  hills 
Intersect  and  give  a  name  to,  (else  they  run 

Into  one) 

IV. 

Where  the  domed  and  daring  palace  shot  its 
spires 
Up  like  fires 
O'er  the  hundred-gated  circuit  of  a  wall  20 

Bounding  all, 
Made  of  marble,  men  might  march  on  nor  be 

prest, 
fc^ls/Twelve  abreast. 
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v. 

And  such  plenty  and  perfection,  see,  of  grass 

Never  was  ! 
Such    a    carpet    as,    this    summer-time,    o'er- 
spreads 

And  embeds 
Every  vestige  of  the  city,  guessed  alone, 

Stock  or  stone —  30 


VI. 

Where  a  multitude  of  men  breathed  joy  and  woe 

Long  ago  ;  # 
Lust  of  glory  pricked  their  hearts  up,  dread  of 
shame 

Struck  them  tame  ; 
And  that  glory  and  that  shame  alike,  the  gold 

Bought  and  sold. 

VII. 

Now, — the  single  little  turret  that  remains 

On  the  plains, 
By  the  caper  overrooted,  by  the  gourd 

Overscored,  40 

While  the  patching  houseleek's  head  of  blossom 
winks 

Through  the  chinks — 

VIII. 

Marks  the  basement  whence  a  tower  in  ancient 
time 
Sprang  sublime, 
And  a  burning  ring,   all  round,  the  chariots 
traced 
As  they  raced, 
And   the   monarch   and   his   minions   and   his 
dames 
Viewed  the  games. 
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IX. 

And  I  know,  while  thus  the  quiet-coloured  eve 
Smiles  to  leave  50 

To  their  folding,  all  our  many-tinkling  fleece 
In  such  peace, 

And  the  slopes  and  rills  in  undistinguished  grey 
Melt  away — 

x. 

That  a  girl  with  eager  eyes  and  yellow  hair 

Waits  me  there 
In  the  turret  whence  the  charioteers  caught 
soul 
For  the  goal, 
When  the  king  looked,  where  she  looks  now, 

breathless,  dumb  eo 

Till  I  come. 


XI. 

But  he  looked  upon  the  city,  every  side, 

Far  and  wide, 
All  the  mountains  topped  with  temples,  all  the 
glades' 

Colonnades, 
All  the  causeys,  bridges,  aqueducts, — and  then, 

All  the  men  ! 


XII. 

When  I  do  come,  she  will  speak  not,  she  will 
stand, 
Either  hand 
On  my  shoulder,  give  her  eyes  the  first  em- 
brace 
Of  my  face,  70 

Ere    we    rush,    ere    we    extinguish    sight    and 
speech 
Each  on  each. 
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XIII. 

In  one  year  they  sent  a  million  fighters  forth 

South  and  North, 
And  they  built  their  gods  a  brazen  pillar  high 

As  the  sky, 
Yet  reserved  a  thousand  chariots  in  full  force — 

Gold,  of  course. 

XIV. 

Oh,  heart  !    oh,  blood  that  freezes,  blood  that 
burns  ! 
Earth's  returns  so 

For  whole  centuries  of  folly,  noise  and  sin  ! 

Shut  them  in, 
With  their  triumphs  and  their  glories  and  the 
rest. 
Love  is  best  ! 


THE  GUARDIAN-ANGEL. 

A  Picture  at  Faxo. 

i. 

Dear  and  great  Angel,  wouldst  thou  only  leave 
That  child,  when  thou  hast  done  with  him, 
for  me  ! 

Let  me  sit  all  the  day  here,  that  when  eve 
Shall  find  performed  thy  special  ministry, 

And  time  come  for  departure,  thou,  suspending 

Thy  flight,  may'st  see  another  child  for  tending, 
Another  still,  to  quiet  and  retrieve. 

ii. 
Then  I  shall  feel  thee  step  one  step,  no  more, 
From  where  thou  standest  now,  to  where  I 
gaze, 
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— And  suddenly  my  head  is  covered  o'er  10 

With  those  wings,  white  above  the  child  who 
prays 
Now  on  that  tomb — and  I  shall  feel  thee  guard- 
ing 
Me,  out  of  all  the  world  ;    for  me,  discarding 
Yon  Heaven  thy  home,  that  waits  and  opes 
its  door  ! 

in. 
I  would  not  look  up  thither  past  thy  head 
Because  the  door  opes,   like  that  child,   I 
know, 
For  I  should  have  thy  gracious  face  instead, 
Thou  bird  of  God  !     And  wilt  thou  bend  me 
low 
Like  him,  and  lay,  like  his,  my  hands  together, 
And  lift  them  up  to  pray,  and  gently  tether        20 
Me,  as  thy  lamb  there,  with  thy  garment's 
spread  ? 

IV. 

If  this  was  ever  granted,  I  would  rest 

My  head  beneath  thine,  while   thy   healing 
hands 
Close-covered  both  my  eyes  beside  thy  breast, 
Pressing  the  brain,  which  too  much  thought 
expands, 
Back  to  its  proper  size  again,  and  smoothing 
Distortion  down  till  every  nerve  had  soothing, 
And  all  lay  quiet,  happy  and  supprest. 


v. 

How  soon  all  worldly  wrong  would  be  repaired ! 

I  think  how  I  should  view  the  earth  and 

skies  30 

And  sea,  when  once  again  my  brow  was  bared 

After  thy  healing,  with  such  different  eyes. 
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0  world,  as  God  has  made  it  [   all  is  beauty  : 
And  knowing  this,  is  love,  and  love  is  duty. 

What  further  may  be  sought  for  or  declared? 

VI. 

Guereino  drew  this  angel  I  saw  teach 

(Alfred,  dear  friend  !)  — that  little  child  to 
pray, 
Holding  the  little  hands  up,  each  to  each 
Pressed  gently, — with  his  own  head  turned 
away 
Over  the  earth  where  so  much  lay  before  him     40 
Of  work  to  do,  though  Heaven  was  opening 
o'er  him, 
And  he  was  left  at  Fano  by  the  beach. 

VII. 

We  were  at  Fano,  and  three  times  we  went 
To  sit  and  see  him  in  his  chapel  there, 

And  drink  his  beauty  to  our  soul's  content 
— My  angel  with  me  too  :    and  since  I  care 

For  dear  Guercino's  fame  (to  which  in  power 

And  glory  comes  this  picture  for  a  dower, 
Fraught  with  a  pathos  so  magnificent), 

VIII. 

And  since  he  did  not  work  thus  earnestly  so 

At   all   times,   and   has   else   endured   some 
wrong — 

1  took  one  thought  his  picture  struck  from  me, 

And  spread  it  out,  translating  it  to  song. 
My  Love  is  here.     Where  are  you,  dear  old 

friend  ? 
How  rolls  the  Wairoa  at  your  world's  far  end  ? 

This  is  Ancona,  yonder  is  the  sea. 
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PROSPICE. 

Fear  death  ? — to  feel  the  fog  in  my  throat, 

The  mist  in  my  face, 
When  the  snows  begin,  and  the  blasts  denote 

I  am  nearing  the  place, 
The  power  of  the  night,  the  press  of  the  storm, 

The  post  of  the  foe  ; 
Where  he  stands,  the  Arch  Fear  in  a  visible 
form, 
Yet  the  strong  man  must  go  : 
For  the  journey  is  done  and  the  summit  at- 
tained, 
And  the  barriers  fall,  10 

Though  a  battle's  to  fight  ere  the  guerdon  be 
gained, 
The  reward  of  it  all. 
I  was  ever  a  fighter,  so — one  fight  more, 

The  best  and  the  last  ! 
I  would  hate  that  death  bandaged  my  eyes, 
and  forbore, 
And  bade  me  creep  past. 
No  !   let  me  taste  the  whole  of  it,  fare  like  my 
peers 
The  heroes  of  old, 
Bear  the  brunt,  in  a  minute  pay  glad  life's 
arrears 
Of  pain,  darkness,  and  cold.  20 

For  sudden  the  worst  turns  the  best  to  the 
brave, 
The  black  minute's  at  end, 
And  the  elements'  rage,  the  fiend-voices  that 
rave, 
Shall  dwindle,  shall  blend, 


THE  LADY  OF  SHALOTT  59 

Shall  change,  shall  become  first  a  peace  out  of 
pain, 
Then  a  light,  then  thy  breast, 
O  thou  soul  of  my  soul  !     I  shall  clasp  thee 
again, 
And  with  God  be  the  rest  ! 


THE  LADY  OF  SHALOTT. 

PART    I. 

On  either  side  the  river  lie 
Long  fields  of  barley  and  of  rye, 
That  clothe  the  wold  and  meet  the  sky  ; 
And  thro'  the  field  the  road  runs  by 

To  niany-tower'd  Camelot  ; 
And  up  and  down  the  people  go, 
Gazing  where  the  lilies  blow 
Round  an  island  there  below, 

The  island  of  Shalott. 

Willows  whiten,  aspens  quiver,  10 

Little  breezes  dusk  and  shiver 
Thro'  the  wave  that  runs  for  ever 
By  the  island  in  the  river 

Flowing  down  to  Camelot. 
Four  grey  walls,  and  four  grey  towers, 
Overlook  a  space  of  flowers, 
And  the  silent  isle  imbowers 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

By  the  margin,  willow-veil'd, 

Slide  the  heavy  barges  trail'd  20 

By  slow  horses  ;  and  unhail'd 

The  shallop  flitteth  silken-sail'd 

Skimming  down  to  Camelot  : 
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But  who  hath  seen  her  wave  her  hand  ? 
Or  at  the  casement  seen  her  stand  ? 
Or  is  she  known  in  all  the  land, 
The  Lady  of  Shalott  ? 

Only  reapers,  reaping  early 
In  among  the  bearded  barley, 
Hear  a  song  that  echoes  cheerly 
From  the  river  winding  clearly, 

Down  to  tower'd  Camelot  :  30 

And  by  the  moon  the  reaper  weary, 
Piling  sheaves  in  uplands  airy, 
Listening,  whispers  '  'Tis  the  fairy 

Lady  of  Shalott.' 


PART   11. 

There  she  weaves  by  night  and  day 

A  magic  web  with  colours  gay. 

She  has  heard  a  whisper  say, 

A  curse  is  on  her  if  she  stay  40 

To  look  down  to  Camelot. 
She  knows  not  what  the  curse  may  be, 
x\nd  so  she  weaveth  steadily, 
And  little  other  care  hath  she, 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

And  moving  thro'  a  mirror  clear 
That  hangs  before  her  all  the  year, 
Shadows  of  the  world  appear. 
There  she  sees  the  highway  near 

Winding  down  to  Camelot  :  50 

There  the  river  eddy  whirls, 
And  there  the  surly  village-churls, 
And  the  red  cloaks  of  market  girls, 

Pass  onward  from  Shalott. 
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Sometimes  a  troop  of  damsels  glad, 
An  abbot  on  an  ambling  pad, 
Sometimes  a  curly  shepherd-lad, 
Or  long-hair'd  page  in  crimson  clad, 

Goes  by  to  tower'd  Camelot  ;  60 

And  sometimes  thro'  the  mirror  blue 
The  knights  come  riding  two  and  two  : 
She  hath  no  loyal  knight  and  true, 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

But  in  her  web  she  still  delights 
To  weave  the  mirror's  magic  sights, 
For  often  thro'  the  silent  nights 
A  funeral,  with  plumes  and  lights, 

And  music,  went  to  Camelot  : 
Or  when  the  moon  was  overhead, 
Came  two  young  lovers  lately  wed  ;  70 

'  I  am  half  sick  of  shadows,'  said 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 


PART    III. 

A  bow-shot  from  her  bower-eaves, 
He  rode  between  the  barley-sheaves, 
The  sun  came  dazzling  thro'  the  leaves, 
And  flamed  upon  the  brazen  greaves 

Of  bold  Sir  Lancelot. 
A  red-cross  knight  for  ever  kneel'd 
To  a  lady  in  his  shield, 
That  sparkled  on  the  yellow  field,  so 

Beside  remote  Shalott. 


The  gemmy  bridle  glitter'd  free, 
Like  to  some  branch  of  stars  we  see 
Hung  in  the  golden  Galaxy. 
The  bridle  bells  rang  merrily 

As  he  rode  down  to  Camelot  : 
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And  from  his  blazon'd  baldric  slung 
A  mighty  silver  bugle  hung, 
And  as  he  rode  his  armour  rung, 

Beside  remote  Shalott.  90 


All  in  the  blue  unclouded  weather 
Thick-jewell'd  shone  the  saddle-leather, 
The  helmet  and  the  helmet-feather 
Burn'd  like  one  burning  flame  together, 

As  he  rode  down  to  Camelot. 
As  often  thro'  the  purple  night, 
Below  the  starry  clusters  bright, 
Some  bearded  meteor,  trailing  light, 

Moves  over  still  Shalott. 


His  broad  clear  brow  in  sunlight  glow'd  ;       100 
On  burnish'd  hooves  his  war-horse  trode  ; 
From  underneath  his  helmet  flow'd  . 
His  coal-black  curls  as  on  he  rode, 

As  he  rode  down  to  Camelot. 
From  the  bank  and  from  the  river 
He  flash'd  into  the  crystal  mirror, 
'  Tirra  lirra,'  by  the  river 

Sang  Sir  Lancelot. 


She  left  the  web,  she  left  the  loom, 

She  made  three  paces  thro'  the  room,  110 

She  saw  the  water-lily  bloom, 

She  saw  the  helmet  and  the  plume, 

She  look'd  down  to  Camelot. 
Out  flew  the  web  and  floated  wide  ; 
The  mirror  crack'd  from  side  to  side  ; 
*  The  curse  is  come  upon  me,'  cried 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 
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PART    IV. 


In  the  stormy  east-wind  straining, 

The  pale  yellow  woods  were  waning, 

The  broad  stream  in  his  banks  complaining,  120 

Heavily  the  low  sky  raining 

Over  tower'd  Camelot  ; 
Down  she  came  and  found  a  boat 
Beneath  a  willow  left  afloat, 
And  round  about  the  prow  she  wrote 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 


And  down  the  river's  dim  expanse — 

Like  some  bold  seer  in  a  trance, 

Seeing  all  his  own  mischance — 

With  a  glassy  countenance  130 

Did  she  look  to  Camelot. 
And  at  the  closing  of  the  day 
She  loosed  the  chain,  and  down  she  lay  ; 
The  broad  stream  bore  her  far  away, 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 


Lying,  robed  in  snowy  white 
That  loosely  flew  to  left  and  right — 
The  leaves  upon  her  falling  light — 
Thro'  the  noises  of  the  night 

She  floated  down  to  Camelot  :  ho 

And  as  the  boat-head  wound  along 
The  willowy  hills  and  fields  among, 
They  heard  her  singing  her  last  song, 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

Heard  a  carol,  mournful,  holy, 
Chanted  loudly,  chanted  lowly, 
Till  her  blood  was  frozen  slowly, 
And  her  eyes  were  darken'd  wholly, 
Turn'd  to  tower'd  Camelot. 
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For  ere  she  reach'd  upon  the  tide  150 

The  first  house  by  the  water-side, 
Singing  in  her  song  she  died, 
The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

Under  tower  and  balcony, 

By  garden-wall  and  gallery, 

A  gleaming  shape  she  floated  by, 

Dead-pale  between  the  houses  high, 

Silent  into  Camelot. 
Out  upon  the  wharfs  they  came, 
Knight  and  burgher,  lord  and  dame, 
And  round  the  prow  thev  read  her  name,        160 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

Who  is  this  ?     and  what  is  here  ? 
xA.nd  in  the  lighted  palace  near 
Died  the  sound  of  royal  cheer  ; 
And  they  cross'd  themselves  for  fear, 

All  the  knights  at  Camelot  : 
But  Lancelot  mused  a  little  space  ; 
He  said,  '  She  has  a  lovely  face  ; 
God  in  his  mercy  lend  her  grace,  170 

The  Lady  of  Shalott.' 


ST.  AGNES'  EVE. 

Deep  on  the  convent-roof  the  snows 

Are  sparkling  to  the  moon  : 
My  breath  to  heaven  like  vapour  goes 

May  my  soul  follow  soon  ! 
The  shadows  of  the  convent-towers 

Slant  down  the  snowy  sward, 
Still  creeping  with  the  creeping  hours 

That  lead  me  to  my  Lord  : 
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Make  Thou  my  spirit  pure  and  clear 

As  are  the  frosty  skies,  10 

Or  this  first  snowdrop  of  the  year 
That  in  my  bosom  lies. 

As  these  white  robes  are  soil'd  and  dark, 

To  yonder  shining  ground  ; 
As  this  pale  taper's  earthly  spark, 

To  yonder  argent  round  ; 
So  shows  my  soul  before  the  Lamb, 

My  spirit  before  Thee  ; 
So  in  mine  earthly  house  I  am, 

To  that  I  hope  to  be.  20 

Break  up  the  heavens,  O  Lord  !  and  far, 

Thro'  all  yon  starlight  keen, 
Draw  me,  Thy  bride,  a  glittering  star, 

In  raiment  white  and  clean. 


He  lifts  me  to  the  golden  doors  ; 

The  flashes  come  and  go  ; 
All  heaven  bursts  her  starry  floors, 

And  strows  her  lights  below, 
And  deepens  on  and  up  !  the  gates 

Roll  back,  and  far  within  30 

For  me  the  Heavenly  Bridegroom  waits, 

To  make  me  pure  of  sin. 
The  sabbaths  of  Eternity, 

One  sabbath  deep  and  wide — 
A  light  upon  the  shining  sea — 

The  Bridegroom  with  His  bride  ! 
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COME  NOT,  WHEN  I  AM 
DEAD. 

Come  not,  when  I  am  dead, 

To  drop  thy  foolish  tears  upon  my  grave, 
To  trample  round  my  fallen  head, 

And  vex  the  unhappy  dust  thou  wouldst  not 
save. 
There  let  the  wind  sweep  and  the  plover  cry  ;      5 
But  thou,  go  by. 

Child,  if  it  were  thine  error  or  thy  crime 

I  care  no  longer,  being  all  unblest  : 
Wed  whom  thou  wilt,  but  I  am  sick  of  Time, 

And  I  desire  to  rest.  10 

Pass  on,  weak  heart,  and  leave  me  where  I  lie  : 
Go  by,  go  by. 


BREAK,  BREAK,  BREAK. 

Break,  break,  break, 

On  thy  cold  grey  stones,  O  Sea  ! 
And  I  would  that  my  tongue  could  utter 

The  thoughts  that  arise  in  me. 


O  well  for  the  fisherman's  boy, 

That  he  shouts  with  his  sister  at  play  ! 
O  well  for  the  sailor  lad, 

That  he  sings  in  his  boat  on  the  bay  ! 
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And  the  stately  ships  go  on 

To  their  haven  under  the  hill  ;  10 

But  O  for  the  touch  of  a  vanish'd  hand, 

And  the  sound  of  a  voice  that  is  still  ! 

Break,  break,  break, 

At  the  foot  of  thy  crags,  0  Sea  ! 
But  the  tender  grace  of  a  day  that  is  dead       15 

Will  never  come  back  to  me. 


IN  THE  VALLEY  OF 
CAUTERETZ. 

All  along  the  valley,  stream  that  flashest  white, 
Deepening  thy  voice  with  the  deepening  of  the 

night, 
All  along  the  valley,  where  thy  waters  flow, 
I  walk'd  with  one  I  loved  two  and  thirty  years 

ago. 
All  along  the  valley  while  I  walk'd  to-day,  5 

The  two  and  thirty  years  were  a  mist  that  rolls 

away  ; 
For  all  along  the  valley,  down  thy  rocky  bed 
Thy  living  voice  to  me  was  as  the  voice  of  the 

dead, 
And  all  along  the  valley,  by  rock  and  cave  and 

tree, 
The  voice  of  the  dead  was  a  living  voice  to  me.    10 
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IN  MEMORIAM. 


XXXI. 

When  Lazarus  left  his  charnel-cave, 

And  home  to  Mary's  house  return'd, 
Was  this  demanded — if  he  yearn'd 

To  hear  her  weeping  by  his  grave  ? 

'  Where  wert  thou,  brother,  those  four  days?'      5 

There  lives  no  record  of  reply, 

Which  telling  what  it  is  to  die 
Had  surely  added  praise  to  praise. 

From  every  house  the  neighbours  met, 

The    streets    were    fill'd    with    joyful 

sound,  10 

A  solemn  gladness  even  crown'd 

The  purple  brows  of  Olivet. 

Behold  a  man  raised  up  by  Christ  ! 

The  rest  remaineth  unreveal'd  ; 

He  told  it  not  ;  or  something  seal'd  15 

The  lips  of  that  Evangelist. 

XXXII. 

Her  eyes  are  homes  of  silent  prayer, 

Nor  other  thought  her  mind  admits 
But,  he  was  dead,  and  there  he  sits, 

And  he  that  brought  him  back  is  there. 

Then  one  deep  love  doth  supersede  5 

All  other,  when  her  ardent  gaze 
Roves  from  the  living  brother's  face, 

And  rests  upon  the  Life  indeed. 
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All  subtle  thought,  all  curious  fears, 

Borne  down  by  gladness  so  complete,        10 
She  bows,  she  bathes  the  Saviour's  feet 

With  costly  spikenard  and  with  tears. 

Thrice  blest  whose  lives  are  faithful  prayers, 
Whose  loves  in  higher  love  endure  ; 
WThat  souls  possess  themselves  so  pure,     15 

Or  is  there  blessedness  like  theirs  ? 


XXXVI. 

Tho'  truths  in  manhood  darkly  join, 
Deep-seated  in  our  mystic  frame, 
We  yield  all  blessing  to  the  name 

Of  Him  that  made  them  current  coin  ; 

For  Wisdom  dealt  with  mortal  powers,  5 

Where  truth  in  closest  words  shall  fail, 
When  truth  embodied  in  a  tale 

Shall  enter  in  at  lowly  doors. 

And  so  the  Word  had  breath,  and  wrought 

With  human  hands  the  creed  of  creeds    10 
In  loveliness  of  perfect  deeds, 

More  strong  than  all  poetic  thought  ; 

Which  he  may  read  that  binds  the  sheaf, 
Or  builds  the  house,  or  digs  the  grave, 
And  those  wild  eyes  that  watch  the  wave    15 

In  roarings  round  the  coral  reef. 


LXXV. 

I  leave  thy  praises  unexpress'd 

In  verse  that  brings  myself  relief, 
And  by  the  measure  of  my  grief 

I  leave  thy  greatness  to  be  guess'd  ; 
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What  practice  howsoe'er  expert  5 

In  fitting  aptest  words  to  things, 
Or  voice  the  richest-toned  that  sings, 

Hath  power  to  give  thee  as  thou  wert  ? 

I  care  not  in  these  fading  days 

To  raise  a  cry  that  lasts  not  long,  10 

And  round  thee  with  the  breeze  of  song 

To  stir  a  little  dust  of  praise. 

Thy  leaf  has  perish'd  in  the  green, 

And,  while  we  breathe  beneath  the  sun, 
The  world  which  credits  what  is  done        15 

Is  cold  to  all  that  might  have  been. 

So  here  shall  silence  guard  thy  fame  ; 
But  somewhere,  out  of  human  view, 
Whate'er  thy  hands  are  set  to  do 

Is  wrought  with  tumult  of  acclaim.  20 


LXXVI. 

Take  wings  of  fancy,  and  ascend, 
And  in  a  moment  set  thy  face 
Where  all  the  starry  heavens  of  space 

Are  sharpened  to  a  needle's  end  ; 

Take  wings  of  foresight  ;  lighten  thro'  5 

The  secular  abyss  to  come, 
And  lo,  thy  deepest  lays  are  dumb 

Before  the  mouldering  of  a  yew  ; 

And  if  the  matin  songs,  that  woke 

The  darkness  of  our  planet,  last,  10 

Thine  own  shall  wither  in  the  vast, 

Ere  half  the  lifetime  of  an  oak. 
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Ere  these  have  clothed  their  branchy  bowers 
With  fifty  Mays,  thy  songs  are  vain  ; 
And  what  are  they  when  these  remain      15 

The  ruin'd  shells  of  hollow  towers  ? 


c. 

I  climb  the  hill  :  from  end  to  end 
Of  all  the  landscape  underneath, 
I  find  no  place  that  does  not  breathe 

Some  gracious  memory  of  my  friend  ; 

No  grey  old  grange,  or  lonely  fold,  5 

Or  low  morass  and  whispering  reed, 
Or  simple  stile  from  mead  to  mead, 

Or  sheepwalk  up  the  windy  wold  ; 

Nor  hoary  knoll  of  ash  and  haw 

That  hears  the  latest  linnet  trill,  10 

Nor  quarry  trench'd  along  the  hill 

And  haunted  by  the  wrangling  daw  ; 

Nor  runlet  tinkling  from  the  rock  ; 
Nor  pastoral  rivulet  that  swerves 
To  left  and  right  thro'  meadowy  curves,    15 

That  feed  the  mothers  of  the  flock  ; 

But  each  has  pleased  a  kindred  eye, 
And  each  reflects  a  kindlier  day  ; 
And,  leaving  these,  to  pass  away, 

I  think  once  more  he  seems  to  die.  20 


CXI. 

The  churl  in  spirit,  up  or  down 

Along  the  scale  of  ranks,  thro'  all, 
To  him  who  grasps  a  golden  ball, 

By  blood  a  king,  at  heart  a  clown  ; 
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The  churl  in  spirit,  howe'er  he  veil  5 

His  want  in  forms  for  fashion's  sake, 
Will  let  his  coltish  nature  break 

At  seasons  thro'  the  gilded  pale  : 

For  who  can  always  act  ?  but  he, 

To  whom  a  thousand  memories  call,         10 
Not  being  less.     But  more  than  all 

The  gentleness  he  seem'd  to  be, 

Best  seem'd  the  thing  he  was,  and  join'd 

Each  office  of  the  social  hour 

To  noble  manners,  as  the  flower  15 

And  native  growth  of  noble  mind; 

Nor  ever  narrowness  or  spite, 
Or  villain  fancy  fleeting  by, 
Drew  in  the  expression  of  an  eye, 

Where  God  and  Nature  met  in  light  ;  20 

And  thus  he  bore  without  abuse 

The  grand  old  name  of  gentleman, 
Defamed  by  every  charlatan, 

And  soil'd  with  all  ignoble  use. 
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MATTHEW  ARNOLD,  1822-88. 
BIOGRAPHICAL  FACTS. 

And  thro'  thee  I  believe 

In  the  noble  and  great  who  are  gone: 

Pure  souls  honour'd  and  blest 

By  former  ages,  who  else 

******** 

Seem'd  but  a  dream  of  the  heart, 
Seem'd  but  a  cry  of  desire. 

Rugby  Chapel. 


1.  It  was  Matthew  Arnold's  request  that  he 
would  never  be  made  the  subject  of  a  biog- 
raphy. 

2.  The  poet  was  born  in  the  village  of 
Laleham  on  the  Thames,  in  the  county  of 
Middlesex,  England,  on  Christmas  Eve,  1822. 

3.  Matthew  Arnold's  father,  Dr.  Thomas 
Arnold,  1795-1842,  is  remembered  as  the  great 
Head  Master  of  Rugby  School  ;  and  his  History 
of  Rome,  though  an  unfinished  work,  and  his 
edition  of  Thucydides,  the  eminent  Greek  his- 
torian, testify  to  his  literary  ability.  During 
the  last  year  of  his  life,  he  was  Professor  of 
Modern  History  in  Oxford  University.  Dr. 
Arnold  was  intensely  interested  in  everything 
that  concerned  him,  was  a  man  of  independent 
judgment  and  of  rare  critical  talent. 

4.  Matthew  Arnold's  mother  was  Mary 
Penrose,  who  lived  till  1873,  thirty-one  years 
after  her  husband's  death.  Mrs.  Arnold  was 
remarkably  strong  physically,  mentally,  and 
morally.  Matthew  was  her  eldest  son.  She 
had  nine  children. 
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5.  When  the  boy  was  five  years  old,  Dr. 
Arnold  moved  his  family  to  the  town  of  Rugby  ; 
but  a  year  afterward  Matthew  returned  to 
Laleham  as  the  pupil  of  his  uncle,  Rev.  John 
Buckland.  The  Arnolds  had  a  summer  home 
in  Fox-How,  near  Grasmere,  on  the  Rotha, 
where  the  boy  breathed  the  atmosphere  of 
Wordsworth. 

6.  At  the  age  of  thirteen,  Matthew  was  sent 
to  the  famous  Winchester  School,  where  he 
remained  a  year.  Thence  he  entered  Rugby, 
and  when  eighteen  won  an  open  scholarship  at 
Balliol  College,  Oxford,  and  went  into  residence 
there  when  nineteen.  In  his  twenty-first  year, 
he  won  the  Newdigate  Prize  at  Oxford  for  a 
poem  on  Cromwell,  and  thus  ranked  with 
Dean  Stanley,  Ruskin,  and  Tennyson,  who, 
also,  were  awarded  that  famous  prize.  In  his 
twenty-second  year,  Arnold  graduated  with 
second  class  honours  in  Classics,  but  his  aca- 
demic failure  was  forgotten  in  his  election,  in  his 
twenty-third  year,  to  a  fellowship  at  Oriel,  the 
most  brilliant  jewel  in  the  Oxford  student's 
crown.  On  the  expiration  of  his  fellowship, 
he  returned  to  Rugby  College  as  a  classical 
master. 

7.  In  his  twenty-fifth  year,  Arnold  became 
Private  Secretary  to  Lord  Lansdowne.  Four 
years  later,  Arnold  was  appointed  by  Lord 
Lansdowne  to  an  Inspectorship  of  Schools  and 
retained  the  position  for  thirty-five  years,  when 
he  resigned.  The  year  of  his  appointment  as 
Inspector  is  noted,  also,  as  the  year  of  his  mar- 
riage. His  bride  was  Frances  Lucy  WTightman, 
daughter  of  Sir  William  Wightman,  Judge  of  the 
Court  of  the  Queen's  Bench.  Arnold's  married 
life  was  eminently  happy  except  for  the  sorrow 
caused  by  the  successive  deaths  of  three 
promising   sons.     During  his   inspectorship  he 
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thrice  visited  the  Continent  in  his  official 
capacity — in  1859,  I860,  and  1885.  In  his 
thirty-fifth  year,  he  was  elected  by  Convoca- 
tion to  the  Professorship  of  Poetry  at  Oxford, 
not  an  exhausting  burden,  and  occupied  the 
chair  for  ten  years,  having  been  twice  elected 
for  periods  of  five  years  and  a  third  term  not 
being  possible.  At  Oxford,  Arnold  was  rec- 
ognized as  a  leader  by  such  men  as  John  Duke 
Coleridge,  afterward  Lord  Chief-Justice  of 
England,  John  Campbell  Shairp,  afterward 
Principal  of  the  United  College,  St.  Andrew's, 
Dean  Fraser,  Dean  Church,  John  Henry 
Newman,  Thomas  Hughes,  the  Froudes,  and, 
above  all,  Arthur  Hugh  Clough. 

Wide-welcomed  for  a  father's  fame, 
Entered  with  free,  bold  step,  that  seemed  to  claim 

Fame  for  himself,  nor  on  another  lean  ; 
So  full  of  power,  yet  blithe  and  debonair, 

Rallying  his  friends  with  pleasant,  banter  gay, 
Or  half  a-dream,  chaunting  with  jaunty  air 

Great  words  of  Goethe,  scrap  of  Beranger. 
We  see  the  banter  sparkle  in  his  prose, 

But  knew  not  then  the  undertone  that  flows 
So  calmly  sad  thro'  all  his  stately  lay. 

Principal  Shairp. 

8.  Three  universities  conferred  upon  Arnold 
the  Honorary  Degree  of  LL.D. — Edinburgh  in 
1869,  Oxford  in  1870,  Cambridge  in  1880. 

9.  In  1833,  Gladstone  granted  Arnold  a  civil 
list  pension  of  £250. 

10.  In  1833-4  and  1886,  Arnold  lectured  in 
the  principal  cities  of  the  United  States. 

11.  On  April  15,  1888,  in  his  sixty-sixth  year, 
Arnold  died  very  suddenly  of  heart  failure,  in 
Liverpool,  where  he  was  awaiting  his  daughter's 
return  from  America.  He  was  feeling  particu- 
larly well,  and  in  exuberant  spirits  vaulted 
lightly  over  a  railing,  although  he  had  been 
advised  to  be  exceedingly  careful  of  any  exer- 
tion.    He  was  buried  in  Laleham. 
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ARNOLD  THE  MAN. 

Arnold  was  tall,  powerfully  built,  Jove-like 
in  voice  and  action.  He  possessed  a  singular 
combination  of  effusion  and  reserve.  His 
ready  wit,  delightful  humour,  unfailing  com- 
mand of  words,  and  utter  unselfishness,  made 
him  very  popular  in  his  undergraduate  days. 
He  always  abhorred  pedantry  and  was  an  enemy 
to  priggishness  and  presumption.  He  tried  to 
make  life  pleasant,  and  was  deeply  interested 
in  his  countrymen  and  his  country.  In 
William  Watson's  words — 

It  may  be  overmuch 

He  shunned  the  common  stain  and  smutch, 

From  soilure  of  ignoble  touch 

Too  grandly  free, 
Too  loftily  secure  in  such 

Cold  purity  ; 
But  he  preserved  from  chance  control 
The  fortress  of  his  established  soul, 
In  all  things  sought  to  see  the  whole  ; 

Brooked  no  disguise, 
And  set  his  heart  upon  the  goal, 

Not  on  the  prize. 

ARNOLD  THE  POET,  1849-55. 

Arnold,  'the  poet  of  the  closet',  writes 
wholly  for  educated  readers  of  cultivated  taste, 
and  writes  in  the  calm  and  pleasant  atmosphere 
of  early  intellectual  manhood.  As  a  poet,  he 
is  made,  not  born.  The  sources  of  his  culture 
were  chiefly  Greek  models,  whose  imaginative 
reason,  well  balanced  thought,  and  wise  re- 
straint, delighted  him  ;  consequently,  he  did 
no  off-hand  work.  His  elaborated  work  may 
lack  warmth,  but  not  perfection  in  form.  He 
aimed  at  culture  and  correctness  against 
vulgarity  and  charlatanism. 
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As  a  lyrist,  whose  emotion  connotes  success, 
Arnold  is  too  intellectual  to  touch  the  heart. 
Moreover,  he  is  not  always  happy  in  his  rimes 
and  rhythms,  and  orginates  no  stanzaic  forms. 
As  a  dramatist,  he  is  not  a  pronounced  success, 
for  he  is  by  nature  and  training  too  introspec- 
tive ;  therefore,  his  personages  are  unnatural, 
insipid,  inane,  tedious.  In  addition,  his  plots 
and  music  are  poor,  his  dialogue  is  colourless. 
But  as  an  epic  writer,  relating  in  lofty  style  the 
achievements  of  heroes,  Arnold  is  at  his  best, 
and  his  rank  is  with  the  highest.  In  classic 
form  and  atmosphere,  Milton  is  Arnold's  only 
superior.  Arnold  writes  with  Virgilian  grace 
and  dignity,  serenity  and  urbanity,  lucidity 
and  exquisite  pathos  ;  with  Homeric  purpose 
serious  and  elevated  ;  with  Homeric  rapidity 
and  solemnity,  ardour  and  colouring,  fire  and 
beauty  ;  with  the  congeniality  of  Epictetus, 
the  steadiness  of  Sophocles,  the  purity  of 
Marcus  Aurelius.  However,  many  of  Arnold's 
poems  may  seem  flat  and  even  insipid  to  those 
who  have  not  had  a  classical  education  ;  and 
students  of  Greek  literature  are  frequently 
prone  to  praise  too  highly  some  of  his  poems  of 
slight  intrinsic  merit. 

A  REPRESENTATIVE   SELECTION  OF 
ARNOLD'S  POEMS. 

Lyric  :  A  Memory  Picture,  Resignation, 
Calais  Sands,  Dover  Beach,  A  Summer  Night. 

Sonnets  :  Shakespeare,  Quiet  Work,  East 
London,  West  London,  The  Better  Part. 

Dramatic  :    Tristram  and  Iseult. 

Xarrative  :  Saint  Brandon,  The  Neckan, 
The  Forsaken  Merman,  Balder  Dead. 

Elegiac  :  Requiescat,  The  Scholar-Gypsy, 
Thyrsis,  A  Southern  Night,  Rugby  Chapel, 
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ARNOLD  THE  CRITIC,  1865-73. 

Arnold  is  called  the  Sainte-Beuve  of  English 
criticism.  As  a  poet,  his  position  is  unique  and 
honourable  ;  as  a  critic,  superb.  As  a  critic, 
he  is  always  urbane,  vivacious,  light-hearted, 
technically  excellent  ;  seldom  merciless,  rarely 
scornful,  never  turgid.  His  sole  aim  was 
symmetry,  wholeness,  or,  as  he  courageously 
called  it,  perfection.  Against  narrow  views, 
inferior  culture,  low  ideals,  he  struggled  with 
herculean  effort.  He  did  his  utmost  to  incul- 
cate a  sweet  reasonableness,  sweetness  and 
light.  He  made  fewer  errors  than  Dr.  Johnson  ; 
he  wTas  better  informed  than  Dryden  ;  he  was 
more  judicial  than  Pope.  As  a  classical  critic, 
his  fame  rests  on  On  Translating  Homer  ;  as  a 
theological  critic,  on  Literature  and  Dogma  ; 
as  a  social  critic,  on  Sweetness  and  Light,  and 
Culture  and  Anarchy  ;  as  a  political  critic,  on 
Democracy  ;  as  an  educational  critic,  on  Liter- 
ature and  Science  ;  and  as  a  literary  critic,  on 
Essays  in  Criticism. 


SOHRAB  AND  RUSTUM. 
SOURCES  OF  THE  STORY." 

Benjamin's  Persia  in  The  Story  of  the  Nations. 

Sir  John  Malcolm's  History  of  Persia. 

Shah  Nameh,  the  great  Persian  epic  poem,  a 
splendid  narration  of  the  deeds  of  Persian 
heroes  for  a  space  of  thirty-six  centuries,  by  the 
native  Persian  poet  Mansur  ibn  Ahmad,  known 
as  Firdausi,  the  Paradisaical,  the  Homer  of 
Persia.     The  hero    of    the  epic  is  the    mighty 
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Rustum,  who,  on  his  famous  steed,  Ruksh, 
fights  valorously  in  defence  of  the  Persian 
throne. 

The  Persian  account  of  the  two  heroes 
Rustum  and  Sohrab  is  interesting  as  a  story  of 
adventure  of  the  tenth  century. 

One  day  the  gallant  warrior,  the  brave 
defender  of  the  Persian  throne,  was  hunting 
on  the  Turanian  frontier.  He  killed  a  wild  ass, 
feasted  on  its  flesh,  enjoyed  a  nap,  and,  on 
awakening,  failed  to  find  his  noble  steed, 
Ruksh,  which  had  been  grazing  untethered. 
Rustum  believed  that  his  charger  had  been 
stolen,  and  set  out  for  the  neighbouring  city  of 
Semenjan,  to  endeavour  to  recover  him. 
Servants  of  the  King  of  Semenjan  met  Rustum 
and  told  him  that  Ruksh  had  been  found 
running  at  large  and  was  well  cared  for  in  the 
royal  stables.  The  King  gladly  released  the 
prized  animal  and  most  sumptuously  enter- 
tained its  distinguished  master,  who,  in  a 
short  time  married  Tahmineh,  the  King's 
beautiful  daughter.  At  that  time,  the  King 
of  Semenjan  was  feudatory  to  Afrasiab,  King 
of  the  Tartars,  the  inveterate  enemy  of  Persia  ; 
but  the  Persians  and  the  Tartars  were  friendly 
at  intervals,  and  that  happened  to  be  one  of  the 
occasions. 

Before  the  birth  of  Tahmineh's  child,  Rus- 
tum was  obliged  to  part  from  his  wife,  for  what 
he  believed  would  be  only  a  short  time.  As  a 
parting  gift,  he  gave  her  an  onyx,  a  charm  that 
he  wore  on  his  arm,  and  requested  her,  should 
the  child  be  born  before  his  return,  to  bind  it 
on  a  son's  arm  or  about  a  daughter's  head. 

Weeks  became  months,  and  months  years, 
and  Rustum  returned  not  to  his  lonely  wife. 
Her  child  was  a  marvellously  handsome  son, 
whom   she   consequently   named   Sohrab,    and 
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sent  word  to  his  father  that  a  daughter  wore  the 
onyx,  lest  Rustum  would  desire  the  compan- 
ionship of  the  boy.  At  the  age  of  ten,  Sohrab 
was  an  ardent  lover  of  horses  and  of  war.  A 
few  years  later,  he  learned  from  his  mother, 
after  repeated  efforts,  that  the  renowned 
Rustum  was  his  father,  for  the  mother  had  kept 
his  noble  lineage  hidden  from  her  son.  Sohrab 
exclaimed,  '  Since  Rustum  is  my  father,  I  shall 
go  to  his  aid  ;  he  shall  become  King  of  Persia, 
and  together  we  shall  rule  the  world.'  His 
grandfather  gladly  aided  him  and  on  a  splendid 
steed  and  attended  by  a  mighty  army,  Sohrab 
set  forth,  to  fight  his  way  as  a  conqueror,  and 
eventually  to  reveal  his  identity  to  his  father. 

Afrasiab  was  delighted  to  learn  that  Sohrab 
was  about  to  set  out  against  the  Persians  ;  for 
both  Rustum  and  Sohrab  might  fall  in  battle, 
and  then  Persia  would  be  his  prey  ;  or  Sohrab 
might  kill  Rustum,  and  treachery  would  soon 
dispose  of  the  valiant  youth.  Afrasiab  de- 
cided to  help  Sohrab  openly  and  therefore  sent 
to  him  two  astute  courtiers,  supposedly  friend- 
ly to  Sohrab,  to  act  as  counsellors,  and  to  lead 
an  auxiliary  army. 

On  one  eventful  day,  triumphant  Sohrab 
defeated  and  captured  the  Persian  champion 
Hujir  and  the  warrior  maiden  Gurdafrid.  Her 
father,  alarmed  at  Sohrab's  prowess  and 
oblivious  of  the  noble  conqueror's  generosity 
in  releasing  the  captive  lady  unmolested, 
secretly  informed  the  Persian  King,  Kai 
Khosroo,  of  the  young  Tartar's  hostile  ap- 
proach. Rustum  was  sent  for  by  the  Persian 
monarch,  who  had  to  wait  vexatiously  for  eight 
days  before  convivial  Rustum  presented  him- 
self at  court.  In  anger,  Kai  Khosroo  ordered 
both  the  messenger  and  Rustum  to  death,  but 
the  wily  warrior  escaped  on  fleet  Ruksh.     The 
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King  turned  petitioner,  the  warrior  yielded 
and  set  forth  to  meet  the  invaders. 

On  the  eve  of  battle,  Sohrab  took  the  cap- 
tured Hujir  to  an  eminence,  and  ordered  him  to 
point  out  Rustum's  tent  ;  but  Hujir,  in  an 
endeavour  to  ward  off  an  unexpected  attack  on 
Rustum,  declared  that  Rustum  was  not  among 
the  Persian  host.  Disappointed  Sohrab  made 
a  fierce  onslaught  and  drove  the  Persians  before 
him  in  confusion.  Kai  Khosroo  urged  Rustum 
to  save  the  situation.  Rustum  rode  forth  on 
Ruksh,  and  by  consent  Rustum  and  Sohrab 
withdrew  to  a  retired  spot  to  conclude  the 
battle  in  single  combat. 

The  experienced  warrior,  touched  with  com- 
passion, endeavoured  to  dissuade  the  youth, 
and  advised  retirement.  Sohrab  expectantly 
asked,  'Are  you  Rustum?'  The  tried  soldier 
suspected  youthful  treachery  and  denied  his 
identity.  They  fought  for  a  time  with  javelins, 
clubs,  bows  and  arrows,  and  then  both  ex- 
hausted withdrew  to  rest.  A  little  later  they 
renewed  the  attack  and  Sohrab  gained  a  slight 
advantage.     A  truce  for  the  night  followed. 

Father  and  son  met  at  daybreak,  drew  off 
their  armies  to  prevent  a  battle  engagement, 
and  fronted  each  other  on  a  treeless  waste. 
Sohrab  instinctively  knew  that  his  adversary 
was  Rustum.  From  dawn  till  eventide  they 
fought  on  foot,  both  without  any  decisive  ad- 
vantage ;  but,  just  as  darkness  was  encircling 
them,  Sohrab  felled  Rustum  to  the  earth,  and 
was  about  to  slay  him,  when  Rustum  reminded 
him  that  it  was  not  considered  chivalrous  to 
slay  a  champion  till  the  second  fall.  The 
generous  youth  spared  his  prostrate  foe,  and 
father  and  son  parted  for  the  night.  Daylight 
found  both  champions  ready,  and  in  the  eve- 
ning, by  a  supreme  effort,  Rustum  succeeded  in 
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encircling  Sohrab's  waist  and  hurled  him  to  the 
ground,  drew  blade  and  plunged  it  into  Soh- 
rab's bosom.  Sohrab  forgave  the  ruthless 
conqueror,  but  warned  him  to  beware  of  mighty 
Rustum.  The  dying  champion  said  :  'I  came 
out  to  seek  my  father.  My  mother  told  me  by 
what  tokens  I  should  know  him,  and  I  perish 
for  longing  after  him.  Yet  I  say  unto  thee,  if 
thou  shouldst  become  a  fish  that  swimmeth  in 
the  depths  of  the  ocean,  if  thou  shouldst 
change  into  a  star  that  is  concealed  in  the 
farthest  heaven,  my  father  would  draw  thee 
forth  from  thy  hiding-place,  and  avenge  my 
death  upon  thee.' 

The  words  caused  Rustum  to  fall  senseless 
by  Sohrab's  side.  Upon  recovery,  Rustum 
asked  despairingly  for  proof  of  what  Sohrab 
said.  The  youth  showed  the  onyx.  The  man 
became  frantic,  cursed  himself,  and  would  have 
slain  himself  but  for  the  boy's  efforts.  After 
a  few  hours,  Rustum  burned  his  tents,  carried 
his  dead  son  to  Seistan,  and  buried  him  there. 
The  Tartar  army,  as  Sohrab  desired,  returned 
home  unmolested.  Tahmineh,  disconsolate, 
died  in  less  than  a  year. 

That  story  is  the  foundation  upon  which 
Arnold  built  his  masterpiece,  which  he  pub- 
lished in  1853. 


OPINIONS  OF   SOHRAB  AND  RUSTUM. 

1.  I  am  occupied  with  a  thing  that  gives  me 
more  pleasure  than  anything  I  have  ever  done 
yet.  That  is  a  good  sign,  but  whether  I  shall 
not  ultimately  spoil  it  by  being  obliged  to 
strike  it  off  in  fragments  instead  of  at  one  heat, 
I  cannot  quite  say. — Arnold. 


MATTHEW  ARNOLD  83 

2.  All  my  spare  time  has  been  spent  on  a 
poem  which  I  have  just  finished,  and  which  I 
think  by  far  the  best  thing  I  have  yet  done, 
and  I  think  it  will  be  generally  liked  ;  though 
one  can  never  be  sure  of  that.  I  have  had  the 
greatest  pleasure  in  composing  it,  a  rare  thing 
with  me,  and,  as  I  think,  a  good  test  of  the 
pleasure  what  you  write  is  likely  to  afford  to 
others. — Arnold. 

3.  It  is  the  noblest  poem  in  the  English 
language. — Stockton. 

4.  'It  is  the  nearest  analogue  in  English  to 
the  rapidity  of  action,  plainness  of  thought, 
plainness  of  diction,  and  nobleness  of  Homer.' 

5.  Sohrab  and  Rustum  is  a  fine  poem  human 
and  complete.  The  verse  has  epic  swiftness. 
The  powerful  conception  of  the  relations  be- 
tween the  two  chieftains,  and  the  slaying  of  the 
son  by  the  father,  are  tragical  and  heroic.  The 
descriptive  passage  at  the  close,  for  diction  and 
breadth  of  tone,  would  do  honour  to  any  living 
poet. — Stedman. 

6.  It  is  as  good  a  specimen  of  Homer's 
manner  as  can  be  found  in  English. — Paul. 

7.  It  is  an  old,  old  story,  and  is  found  not 
only  in  the  East,  but  among  Teutonic  and  Celtic 
peoples.  There  is  an  air  of  great  dignity  and 
restraint  about  the  whole  poem,  and  the 
geographical  names  have  been  used  in  the 
Miltonic  manner.  The  similes  are  overdone  ; 
there  is  too  much  deliberate  imitation  of  Homer, 
with  the  result  that  the  Oriental  story  is  half- 
Hellenized.  But  the  last  two  hundred  lines  are 
in  the  poet's  best  manner  :  the  recognition 
scene  is  described  in  lines  of  great  stateliness, 
simplicity,  and  beauty. — Leigh. 

8.  Sohrab  and  Rustum  is  a  poem  of  error  and 
weakness  and  calamity,  which  irk  and  ruffle  the 
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reader's  spirit.  But  those  are  thrown  into  their 
true  perspective  by  the  associations  of  un- 
transientness  and  strength  and  rest,  of  the 
Infinite  and  Complete  elicited  through  new 
mention  of  the  Oxus,  and  by  reference  to  the 
'new-bathed  stars'  and  the  Aral  Sea. — 
Sherman. 

PROPER  NAMES. 

Ader-baijan  (add-er-buy-jan).  The  north- 
west province  of  Persia. 

Afghans  (af-gans).  People  of  Afghanistan, 
a  country  north-west  of  India. 

Afrasiab  (af-rah-si-ab) .  King  of  the  Tar- 
tars. A  warrior  as  strong  and  as  brave  as  a 
lion,  he  invaded  Persia  three  times,  was  finally 
defeated  by  Rustum,  and  slain  by  Kai  Khosroo. 

Aral  (ar-al).  A  large  salt  lake  east  of  the 
Caspian  Sea  in  Asia.  The  Aral  Sea  receives 
the  Oxus  and  Sir-Daria  rivers,  but  has  no 
outlet. 

Aralian  (ar-ale-e-an).  Pertaining  to  the 
Aral  Sea. 

Attruck  (at-truck).  A  Khorassan  river, 
which  flows  west  and  enters  the  Caspian  Sea 
on  the  east  side. 

Bahrein  (bah-rain).  A  group  of  islands  in 
the  Persian  gulf  and  off  the  xVrabian  coast. 
The  islands  are  noted  for  their  fine  pearl 
fisheries.  Since  1867  the  group  has  been  under 
the  protection  of  Great  Britain. 

Bokhara  (bock-ha-ra).  A  Central  Asiatic 
region  which  contains  235,000  square  miles  and 
which  is  bounded  by  the  Aral  Sea  on  the  north, 
the  Oxus  on  the  south,  and  Khiva  on  the  west. 
The  capital  city,  Bokhara,  is  the  most  important 
of  its  nineteen  large  cities. 
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Cabool  (ca-bool).  Capital  of  northern  Af- 
ghanistan and  known  as  a  commercial  city. 
Cabool  is  situated  6,400  feet  above  the  sea,  is 
surrounded  with  fruit  gardens,  and  has  famous 
bazaars.  It  was  the  starting  point  of  Roberts' 
expedition  to  Kandahar  in  1880.  It  is  the  west 
key  of  India. 

Casbin  (kass-been) .  A  fortified  Persian  city 
at  one  time  the  capital  of  the  Iranian  Empire. 

Caspian  (kass-pe-an).  A  great  inland  sea 
between  Europe  and  Asia,  and  the  recipient  of 
many  rivers,  but  with  no  outlet. 

Caucasus  (kaw-ka-sus) .  A  range  of  moun- 
tains in  Russia  and  between  the  Black  and 
Caspian  seas. 

Chorasmian  (ko-ras-me-an) .  Pertaining  to 
Chorasmia,  a  region  of  Turkestan. 

Elburz  (ell-boorz).  A  range  of  Persian 
mountains  south  of  the  Caspian  Sea.  There 
is,  also,  a  Mount  Elburz,  the  highest  peak  in 
the  Caucasus. 

Feraburz  (f  er-a-boorz) .  Uncle  of  King  Kai 
Khosroo. 

Ferghana  (fer-gan-a).  The  dominion  of  a 
khan  in  Turkestan.  Ferghana  is  north  of 
Bokhara. 

Ferood  (fe-ro6d).  The  commander-in-chief 
of  the  Persian  army. 

Gudurz  (goo-doorz) .    A  counsellor  of  Ferood. 

Haman  (ha-man).  The  next  to  Peran-Wisa 
in  command  of  the  Tartar  army. 

Helmund  (hell-moond).  A  river  that  flows 
into  Hamoon  Lake.  The  name  is  usually  pro- 
nounced with  the  accent  on  the  second  syllable. 

Himalayan  (him-a-lay-an).  Pertaining  to 
Himalaya,  the  greatest  range  of  mountains  in 
the  world  and  the  northern  boundary  of  India. 
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Hydaspes  (he-das-pees).  A  river  of  the 
Punjab  in  northern  India  and  now  called 
Jhelum. 

Hyphasis  (he-fa-sis).  A  river  of  the  Punjab 
in  northern  India,  and  now  called  Beas  or 
Sutlej. 

Ilyats  (ill-yats).     A  tribe  of  Persians. 

Indian  (in-de-an).  Pertaining  to  India,  the 
Empire  of  the  British  Crown. 

Iran  (eye-ran).    The  official  name  of  Persia. 

Jaxartes  (zhax-ar-tes).  The  old  name  of 
the  Sir-Daria  River,  which  empties  into  the 
Aral  Sea  on  the  east  side. 

Jemshid  (gem-sheed) .  A  mythical  Persian 
king. 

Kai  Khosroo  (ki-kos-roo) .  The  earliest 
great  historical  Persian,  559-529  B.C.  He  was 
the  thirteenth  Turanian  king  and  founder  of  the 
Persfan  Empire.  He  was  known  as  Cyrus  the 
Elder,  or  the  Great.  Although  his  birth  and 
death  are  shrouded  in  mystery,  his  warlike  life 
is  well  known.  Even  great  Belshazzar  fell 
before  him.  It  is  pleasant  to  recall  how  well 
Cyrus  treated  his  captives,  how  he  permitted 
the  Jewish  exiles  in  Babylon  to  return  to  their 
own  country  and  rebuild  the  Temple  of  Jeru- 
salem, and  how  he  returned  to  them  the  Temple 
vessels  that  Nebuchadnezzar  had  carried  away. 

Kalmucks  (kal-mooks).  A  nomadic  branch 
of  the  Mongols  of  western  Siberia.  The  Kal- 
mucks became  apostates  from  Buddhism. 

Kara  Kul  (ka-ra-kool) .  A  district  about 
thirty  miles  south-west  of  Bokhara  and  noted 
for  its  pasturage  and  fleeces. 

Khiva  (key-va).  A  khanate,  or  dominion  of 
a  khan,  in  the  valley  of  the  Oxus.  Khiva  is, 
also,  the  name  of  its  capital. 

Khorassan  (ko-ras-san).  Literally,  the  re- 
gion of  the  sun.     A  desert  province  of  Persia. 
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Kipchak  (kip-chak).  A  khanate  about  sev- 
enty miles  below  Khiva  and  on  the  Oxus. 

Kirghizzes  (kir-geez-zes) .  A  rude  nomadic 
people  of  Mongolian-Tartar  race  in  northern 
Turkestan. 

Kohik  (ko-hik).  A  river  of  Turkestan  to  the 
north  of  Bokhara. 

Koords  (koords).  A  warlike  tribe  ruled  by 
Zal. 

Kuzzaks  (kooz-zaks).  Cossacks.  A  military 
people  skilful  as  horsemen  and  inhabitants  of 
the  southern  steppes  of  Russia  and  portions  of 
Asia.     The  word  means  robbers. 

Moorghab  (moor-gab).  A  river  of  Turke- 
stan to  the  south  of  Bokhara. 

Orgunje  (or-gun-ye).  A  village  on  the 
Oxus  and  about  seventy  miles  below  Khiva. 

Oxus  (6k-sus).  The  Greek  and  Roman  name 
of  the  chief  river  of  Central  x\sia.  The  Persians 
call  it  x\mu-Daria  or  Jihun.  It  formed  a 
natural  barrier  between  the  Persians  and  the 
Tartar  hordes  of  Central  Asia.  It  rises  in  lake 
Sir-i-Kol,  in  the  Pamere  plateau,  15,600  feet 
high,  flows  north-west,  and  empties  into  the 
Aral  Sea  on  the  south,  after  a  course  of  1,500 
miles.  The  Oxus  is  the  unperturbed  and  lordly 
witness  of  the  tragedy  enacted  by  father  and 
son.  It  is,  also,  a  forcible  reminder  of  the  fact 
that — 

'  Men  may  come,  and  men  may  go,' 
but  the  permancy  of  nature  remains. 

Pamere  (pa-meer).  A  tableland  of  Central 
Asia  on  the  confines  of  British,  Chinese,  Rus- 
sian, and  Afghan  territory.  In  the  plateau  are 
the  sources  of  the  Oxus  and  the  Jaxartes. 
Pamere,  or  Pamir,  means  literally  the  roof  of 
the  world. 

Pekin  (pe£-kin).     Capital  of  China. 
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Perax- Wisa  (pay-ran-wee-sa) .  A  famous  Tu- 
ranian noble,  commander-in-chief  of  Afrasiab's 
army.  He  saved  the  infant  Kai  Khosroo's 
life  and  had  him  brought  up  as  a  shepherd. 

Persepolis  (per-sep-6-lis) .  The  ancient  Per- 
sian capital,  probably  founded  by  Darius  I., 
and  celebrated  for  its  magnificent  remains. 

Persian  (per-shan) .  Pertaining  to  Persia,  or 
Iran,  a  monarchy  of  western  Asia.  Persia 
extends  from  the  Caspian  Sea  to  the  Persian 
Gulf. 

Ruksh  (rooksh).      Rustum's  famous  steed. 

Rustum  (roos-tum).  The  name  means 
strength  and  is  the  equivalent  of  Arthur. 
Rustum  is  the  great  Persian  hero  of  Arnold's 
poem. 

Salore  (sa-loor) .    A  warlike  tribe  of  Tartars. 

Samarcaxd  (sa-mar-kand).  A  city  of  Tur- 
kestan to  the  east  of  Bokhara,  and  a  centre  of 
manufacture,  commerce,  and  Mohammedan 
learning.  In  the  city  is  the  famous  tomb  of 
Timur. 

Seistan  (say-ees-tan) .  A  south-west  Per- 
sian province  bordering  on  Afghanistan  and 
long  held  on  feudal  tenure  by  Rustum's  father. 

Sir  (ser).  Sir-Daria,  or  Jaxertes,  its  ancient 
name,  a  river  that  rises  in  the  Pamere  plateau 
and  empties  into  the  Aral  Sea  on  the  east  side. 

Sohrab  (so-rab).  The  name  means  beauty. 
Sohrab  is  the  son  of  Rustum  and  Tahmineh. 

Tartar  (tar-tar).  The  Tartars  were  oriental 
tribes  that  dominated  Asia  in  the  Middle  Ages. 
From  them  Central  Asia  was  called  Tartary. 

Tejend  (tay-yend) .  A  river  of  Turkestan  to 
the  south  of  Bokhara. 

Toorkmuns  (toork-moons) .  A  Turkish  tribe 
that  lived  in  northern  Persia  and  Afghanistan, 
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Tukas  (too-kas).    A  tribe  of  Tartars. 

Zal  (zall).  Rustum's  father,  ruler  of  Seistan. 
He  had  very  light  coloured  hair,  an  ominous 
portent  in  Persia.  Consequently,  he  was  ex- 
posed in  infancy  on  the  Elburz  Mountains,  but 
was  nurtured  by  a  griffin,  and  discovered  by  his 
father.  Zal  became  a  governor  of  Seistan  and 
enjoyed  an  honourable  old  age. 

Zirrah  (tsir-ra).     A  lake  in  Seistan. 

Zoarrah  (tso-ar-ra).  A  brother  chief  and 
counsellor  to  Ferood. 


NOTES. 

Episode.  An  episode  is  a  story  introduced 
as  part  of  another  and  longer  story,  and  is 
therefore  only  an  incident.  Arnold's  poem  is 
only  a  fragment.  Its  introductory  and  as  well 
as  its  abrupt  opening  are  consequently  eminent- 
ly effective. 

60.  Commox  fight.     General  engagement. 

61.  Sunk.     Lost  sight  of. 
115.  Frore.     Frozen. 

120.  Ferment  the  milk  of  mares.  Make 
from  camel's  or  mare's  milk  an  intoxicating 
drink  called  Koumiss. 

132.  Unkemped.     Unkempt,  uncombed. 

147.  Fixed.     Halted. 

156.  Corn.     Grain. 

164.  Long  flocks.  .  .snow.  Sometimes  mi- 
gratory birds  are  driven  out  of  their  course  by 
storms,  and  encounter  high  mountains.  The 
birds,  unable  to  attain  the  higher  altitudes  and 
lacking  the  instinct  to  turn  back,  die  of  cold 
or  hunger.  The  Col  des  Hirondelles,  a  high 
pass  in  the  chain  of  Mount  Blanc,  derives  its 
name  from  the  large  number  of  dead  swallows 
found  there  on  the  snow. 
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178.  Aloof  he  sits.     Cf.  Iliad  I.  488-92  : 

'But  he  sat  by  his  swift-faring  ships,  still  wroth,  even 
the  heaven-sprung  son  of  Peleus,  Achilles  fleet  of  foot  ; 
he  betook  him  neither  to  the  assembly  that  is  the  hero's 
glory,  neither  to  war,  but  consumed  his  heart  in  tarrying 
in  his  place,  and  yearned  for  the  war-cry  and  for  battle.' 

199.  Sate.  Pronounce  sate.  Obsolete  and 
poetic  for  sat. 

221.  Go  to  !  An  Hebraic  expression  com- 
mon in  Shakespeare.  Here  it  is  a  phrase  of 
rebuke  and  is  equivalent  to  Tush  !    Nonsense  I 

226.  Device.  Emblem  representative  of  a 
family  or  of  a  person  and  with  or  without  a 
motto. 

268.  Spine.     A  sharp  central  spike. 

277.  Dight.  Short  for  dighted,  and  obsolete 
for  adorned. 

288.  Tale.     Tally,  number,  reckoning. 

293.  Swathe.  A  row  of  mown  grass  ;  hence, 
a  track  through  a  field. 

306.  Flowers.  Decorated  with  floral  de- 
signs. 

311.  Perused.     Observed  closely. 

325.  Vast.  Large  in  build  and  strong  ; 
hence,  mighty. 

326.  Tried.     Experienced. 
330.  Governed.     Persuaded. 

367.  Vaunt.     Boast  implied  in  the  challenge. 

380.  So.     By  such  talk. 

388.  Cf.  the  sixteenth  book  of  the  Iliad. 

401.  Towered.     Poised. 

406.  Full.     Squarely. 

414.  Wrack.     Wreck,  ruin,  devastation. 

418.   Glancing.     Darting  aside. 

435.  Hollow.  Deep-toned,  but  having  the 
effect  of  sound  reverberated  from  a  cavity. 
Cf.  Dryden's  line — 

Thence  issued  such  a  blast  and  hollow  roar. 
The  sound  is  unnatural  in  tone. 
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452.  Autumn  Star.  Sirius  is  the  largest 
and  brightest  star  in  the  constellation  of  the 
Dog.  To  Homer  it  was  a  July  star  associated 
with  summer's  parching  heat  ;  hence,  Dog 
Days.  Baleful  is  a  permanent  classical  epi- 
thet for  Sirius,  but  Sirius  is  not  an  autumn 
star.  Horace  refers  to  Arcturus  (Carm.  III.  i. 
27)  and  Scorpio  (Carm.  II.  xvii.  17)  as  autumn 
planets  attended  with  human  disasters.  Arnold 
probably  had  Sirius  in  mind. 

454.  Crest.     Helmet  and  plume. 

466.  Remember  all  thy  valour.  Summon 
up  all  thy  courage. 

470.   Kindled.     Angered,  inflamed. 

481.  Unnatural.  Father  and  son  fought 
against  each  other. 

481.   Cloud.     Cf.  Iliad  xvii.  365-75  : 

'Thus  strove  they,  as  it  had  been  fire,  nor  wouldst  thou 
have  thought  there  was  still  sun  or  moon,  for  over  all  the 
battle  where  the  chiefs  stood  around  the  slain  son  of 
Menoitios  they  were  shrouded  in  darkness,  while  the  other 
Trojans  and  well-greaved  Achaians  fought  at  ease  in  the 
clear  air,  and  piercing  sunlight  was  spread  over  them,  and 
on  all  the  earth  and  hills  there  was  no  cloud  seen  ;  and 
they  ceased  fighting  now  and  again,  avoiding  each  other's 
dolorous  darts  and  standing  far  apart.' 

495.  Helm.     Helmet. 

497.  Shore.     Past  tense  of  shear.    Cut  away. 
499.   Bowed  his  head.     Bent  his  head  be- 
cause of  the  force  of  the  blow. 

501.  Ruksh.     Cf.   Iliad  xvii.   426-8  : 

1  But  the  horses  of  Aiakides  that  were  apart  from  the 
battle  were  weeping,  since  first  they  were  aware  that  their 
charioteer  was  fallen  in  the  dust  beneath  the  hand  of 
man-slaying  Hector.' 

508.  Curdled.     Thickened  as  with  fear. 
536.   Glad.     Made  glad,  happy. 
538.  Red  jackals.     Carnivorous  animals  of 
Persia.     They  are  gregarious  and  nocturnal  in 
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their  habits  and  are  remarkable  for  their  pierc- 
ing wail.  They  are  allied  to  the  dog  and  the 
wolf. 

563.  Sole.     Alone,  solitary,  unsupported. 

570.   Glass.     Reflect  as  in  a  mirror. 

596.  Bruited  up.     Noised  abroad. 

609.  Puny.     Small,  weak,  insignificant. 

613.  Style.     Name,  title. 

625.  King.  King  of  Semenjan,  Tahmineh's 
father,  Sohrab's  grandfather. 

632.  Of  age  axd  looks.  Of  such  an  age  as 
Sohrab  would  be,  and  of  such  an  appearance  as 
Sohrab  would  have,  if  he  were  the  son  of  Rus- 
tum  and  Tahmineh. 

664.  Corslet.  Corslet,  or  corselet  is  the 
name  of  a  small  cuirass.  It  covers  the  body 
from  the  neck  to  the  girdle. 

673.   Cunning.     Knowing,  skilful,  expert. 

679.  Griffix.  A  fabulous  creature  with 
eagle's  head  and  wings  and  lion's  body  and  legs. 
The  griffin  typifies  the  union  of  strength  and 
agility.     Vide  Alice  in    Wonderland. 

717.  Found.  Him  is  the  object  under- 
stood. 

736.   Caked.     Formed  into  cakes. 

769.  Silt.  Fine  earth  deposited  from  run- 
ning water  ;    hence,  mud. 

788.  Stately  mound.  According  to  Persian 
tradition,  the  imposing  monument  erected  was 
of  the  shape  of  a  horse's  hoof. 

828.   Dreadful.     Causing  great  fear. 

830.  That  day.  This  is  Sohrab's  prediction, 
which,  according  to  Persian  tradition,  is  not 
true  with  regard  to  Rustum,  for  he  did  not 
perish  in  the  tempest  that  wrecked  Kai  Khos- 
roo's  followers. 

880.  Right  for  the  polar  star.  Due 
north. 
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890.  Luminous  home.     Aral  Sea. 

891.  New-bathed  stars.  They  seem  to  rise 
from  the  sea. 

SUGGESTIVE  QUESTIONS. 

1.  Point  out  the  alterations  Arnold  made  in 
the  original  story  and  examine  the  effect  of  each 
change. 

2.  Reproduce  Arnold's  version  in  excellent 
prose. 

3.  What  are  the  artistic  features  in  the  set- 
ting of  the  poem  ? 

4.  Comment  upon  each  reference  the  poet 
makes  to  the  Oxus. 

5.  Why  does  Sohrab  make  the  request  to 
be  allowed  to  fight  in  single  combat  ? 

6.  Point  out  a  splendid  example  of  the  touch- 
ing solicitude  of  Peran-Wisa. 

7.  Describe  the  mustering  of  the  Tartars  and 
Persians  for  battle. 

8.  Contrast  the  effect  Peran-Wisa's  request 
had  on  Persians  and  Tartars. 

9.  What  was  Gudurz's  argument  that  proved 
effectual  with  Rustum  ? 

10.  Why  did  Rustum  fight  incognito  ? 

11.  Show  Arnold's  skill  in  having  the  victor 
and  the  vanquished  retain  the  reader's  sym- 
pathy. 

12.  Explain  the  use  Arnold  makes  of  the 
storm. 

13.  Explain  how  the  poet  rounds  the  hu 
tragedy  with  the  peace  of  nature. 

14.  Where  do  you  admin-  Sohrab  mosi  ? 

15.  Where  do  you  despise  Rustum  most  ? 

16.  Where  is  the  pathos  deepest  ? 

17.  Where  is  the  action  mosi  intense  ? 

18.  Arnold's  poetry  is  said  to  have  one  ever- 
recurring  note — the  longing  for  peace  and  res! 
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in  the  midst  of  conflict.     Find  that  note  in  the 
poem. 

19.  Show  that  the  poem  has  unity  of  impress- 
ion, orient  colour,  rapid  movement,  plain 
thought,  plain  diction,  intensity  of  action. 

20.  Examine  the  similes  of  the  poem  and 
determine  what  constitutes  their  merits  or 
demerits. 

21.  Select  three  biblical  parallelisms. 

22.  Point  out  five  Homeric  imitations. 

23.  Select  ten  felicitous  single  lines. 

24.  Select  three  lines  that  are  especially 
harmonious. 

25.  Select  a  bald  line. 

26.  Sketch  the  part  played  by  Ruksh. 

27.  Who  was  most  to  blame  for  the  human 
tragedy  ? 

28.  Deduce  from  the  poem  Arnold's  attitude 
toward  nature. 

29.  Comment  on  Arnold's  use  of  proper 
names. 

30.  What  is  the  lesson  of  the  poem  ? 

31.  Does  the  poem  contain  a  hackneyed 
commonplace  ? 

32.  Select  three  striking  contrasts  in  the 
pictures  presented. 

33.  Confirm  or  refute  :  'Arnold  delights  in 
leading  us  to  contemplate  the  infinite  calm  of 
Nature,  beside  which  man's  transitory  woes  are 
reduced  to  a  mere  fretful  insignificance.' 

34.  Explain  :  'Sohrab  and  Rustum  ends  in  a 
situation  of  matchless  pathos.' 

35.  Elucidate  :  *  Sohrab  and  Rustum  has  the 
purity  of  marble,  but,  also,  its  coldness  and 
severity.' 

36.  Does  the  poem  exemplify  the  truth  of 
Scott's  lines — 

'  Oh  !  what  a  tangled  web  we  weave 
When  first  we  practise  to  deceive  ? ' 
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ROBERT  BROWNING,  1812-1889. 

'  Open  my  heart  and  you  will  see 
Graved  inside  of  it,  "Italy."  ' 

1.  Time  and  Place  of  Birth.  May  7,  1812. 
Camberwell,  a  pleasant  suburb  of  London, 
England. 

2.  Parentage.  The  poet's  father  was 
Robert  Browning,  a  prosperous  clerk  of  the 
Bank  of  England.  Mr.  Browning  had  a  keen 
artistic  and  literary  taste,  collected  prints  and 
books,  and  wrote  verses  after  Pope's  style.  Mr. 
Browning  adjured  his  son  to  discard  Byron  and 
to  follow  Pope. 

The  poet's  mother  was  Sarah  Ann  Wieder- 
mann,  daughter  of  a  German  ship-owner  that 
settled  in  Dundee.  She  was  musical,  deeply 
religious,  amiable,  and  passionately  beloved  by 
her  son. 

The  poet  was  therefore  of  the  educated  mid- 
dle class. 

3.  Education.  His  best  school  was  his 
father's  home,  where  his  parents  were  excellent 
teachers.  His  only  companion  was  his  sister, 
Sariana,  who  never  married,  and  who  was  his 
consolation  in  his  declining  years.  He  at- 
tended a  private  school  kept  by  two  Misses 
Ready,  when  he  was  ten  years  old  ;  but  all  the 
other  pupils  were  little  girls,  and  Robert  was 
sent  home  after  a  few  weeks  for  being  too  clever 
to  be  tolerable.  He  proceeded  to  an  academy 
kept  by  their  brother,  Mr.  Ready  of  Peckham. 
There,  too,  he  was  noted  for  his  precocity,  but 
remained  till  he  was  fourteen.  He  then  studied 
at  home  with  an  excellent  French  tutor,  and 
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matriculated  into  the  University  of  London, 
where  he  stayed  two  years  and  studied  every- 
thing except  the  subjects  prescribed.  Drawing, 
dancing,  acting,  fencing,  riding,  music,  French, 
had  his  utmost  attention. 

From  an  early  age  he  wrote  poetry  and  set- 
tings for  songs  ;  and  when  he  announced  to  his 
parents  that  he  would  not  be  a  lawyer  as  they 
desired,  but  was  determined  to  be  a  poet,  they 
yielded  readily  and  encouraged  him  in  every 
way  possible.  In  his  ardour  to  succeed, 
Robert  is  said  to  have  read  and  digested  the 
whole  of  Johnson's  Dictionary. 

4.  Works.  His  first  poem  was  published  in 
1833.  It  is  called  Pauline  and  attracted  little 
attention.  Paracelsus  in  1835  won  recognition 
from  Wordsworth,  Carlyle,  and  Dickens. 

Some  of  his  best  poems  are  Evelyn  Hope,  The 
Pied  Piper  of  Hamelin,  A  Toccata  of  Galuppi's, 
By  the  Fireside,  Saul,  A  Grammarian's  Funeral, 
One  Word  More,  Home-Thoughts  from  the  Sea, 
The  Englishman  in  Italy,  The  Last  Ride  To- 
gether, Serve  Riel,  Andrea  del  Sarto,  Tiro  in  the 
Campagna,  How  They  Brought  the  Good  News 
from  Ghent  to  Aix,  Meeting  at  Night,  Parting  at 
Morning,  The  Lost  Leader,  Memorabilia,  Gold 
Hair,  The  Flight  of  the  Duchess,  Amphibian, 
Fra  Lippo  Lippi,  Rabbi  Ben  Ezra,  An  Epistle, 
Abt  Vogler,  and  those  presented  in  this  text. 

His  best  Dramas  are  Pippa  Passes,  A  Blot  in 
the  'Scutcheon,  Colombe's  Birthday,  Luria,  A 
Soul's  Tragedy. 

His  greatest  Dramatic  Poem  is  The  Ring  and 
the  Book. 

5.  Mrs.  Browxixg.  Browning  first  met 
Miss  Elizabeth  Barrett  in  1845.  The  two  poets 
were  married  on  September  1"2,  1846,  in  the 
Parish  Church  of  Marylebone.  In  1849  their 
only  child,  Robert  Barrett  Browning,  was  born. 
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Mrs.  Browning  died  in  Florence,  on  June  29, 
1861,  and  was  buried  there. 

6.  Honours.  D.C.L.  of  Cambridge  Uni- 
versity, 1879.  D.C.L.  of  Oxford  University, 
1882. 

7.  Friends.  John  Kenyon,  a  schoolfellow 
of  Browning's  father,  was  affectionately  called 
Uncle  by  the  poet,  and  Fairy  Godfather  by  the 
poet's  wife,  Kenyon's  invalid  cousin.  In  18.5.5, 
Kenyon  bequeathed  £11,000  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Browning. 

Macready,  the  famous  English  tragedian, 
induced  Browning  to  write  Strafford. 

Among  Browning's  famous  friends  were 
Gosse,  Powers,  Tennyson,  Ruskin,  Hawthorne, 
Manning,  Lytton,  Leighton,  Gladstone,  Lan- 
dor,  Palgrave,  Jowett,  Furnivall. 

8.  Travels.  In  1833-4,  Browning  spent 
three  profitable  months  in  St.  Petersburg.  In 
1838  and  1844,  he  visited  Italy.  In  1846,  he 
brought  his  bride  to  Pisa  and  Florence,  where 
they  lived  till  1851.  In  that  year  the  Brown- 
ings visited  England,  wintered  in  Paris,  and 
returned  to  Italy,  where  they  remained  till  1855. 
Then  was  made  another  visit  to  England  and  to 
Paris  ;  a  return  to  Italy  followed  in  the  same 
year.  After  Mrs.  Browning's  death  in  1861, 
Browning  lived  in  London  or  Paris,  but  made 
frequent  visits  to  Italy,  the  country  that  he 
loved  dearly  on  account  of  its  history,  literature, 
and  art. 

9.  Personal  Appearance.  As  a  boy, 
Browning  was  handsome  and  vigorous.  Car- 
lyle  called  him  a  strangely  beautiful  youth. 
A  college  friend  described  him  as  a  bright, 
handsome  youth  with  long  black  hair  falling 
over  square  shoulders. 

A  lady  of  his  acquaintance,  Mrs.  Bridell  Fox, 
thus  describes   Browning   at   thirty:    'He  was 
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slim  and  dark,  and  very  handsome,  and — may 
I  hint  it  ? — just  a  trifle  of  a  dandy,  addicted  to 
lemon-coloured  kid  gloves  and  such  things, 
quite  the  glass  of  fashion  and  the  mould  of  form. 
But  full  of  ambition,  eager  for  success,  eager  for 
fame,  and,  what  is  more,  determined  to  conquer 
fame  and  to  achieve  success.' 

Chesterton  writes :  'Of  Browning's  actual  per- 
sonality and  presence  in  this  later  middle  age 
of  his,  1860,  memories  are  still  sufficiently  clear. 
He  was  middle-sized,  well  set  up,  an  erect 
man,  with  somewhat  emphatic  gestures,  and, 
as  almost  all  testimonies  mention,  a  curiously 
strident  voice.  The  beard,  the  removal  of 
which  his  wife  had  resented  with  so  quaint  an 
indignation,  had  grown  again,  but  grown  quite 
white,  which,  as  she  said  when  it  occurred,  was 
a  signal  mark  of  the  justice  of  the  gods.  His 
hair  was  still  fairly  dark,  and  his  whole  appear- 
ance at  this  time  must  have  been  very  well 
represented  by  Mr.  G.  F.  Watts'  fine  protrait 
in  the  National  Portrait  Gallery.  The  portrait 
bears  one  of  the  many  testimonies  that  exist 
to  Mr.  Watts'  grasp  of  the  essential  character, 
for  it  is  the  only  one  of  the  portraits  of  Browning 
in  which  we  get  primarily  the  air  of  virility, 
even  of  animal  virility,  tempered,  but  not 
disguised,  with  a  certain  touch  of  the  pallor  of 
the  brain-worker.  He  looks  here  what  he  was 
— a  very  healthy  man,  too  scholarly  to  live  a 
completely  healthy  life.' 

10.  Character.  Browning  was  somewhat 
vain  of  his  good  looks,  of  his  physical  health,  of 
his  masculinity,  of  his  knowledge  of  the  world. 
When  he  was  roused,  he  exhibited  an  uncon- 
trollable brutality  of  speech  and  gesture.  He 
was  always  full  of  commendable  curiosity, 
shrewd,  somewhat  close  with  money,  but 
generous  in  every  other  way.     He  was  remark- 
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ably  energetic,  ever  a  fighter.  He  was  genial, 
talkative,  anecdotal,  seldom  frivolous,  and 
always  clever.  He  was  sanguinely  strenuous, 
had  an  unlimited  admiration  for  others,  and  was 
absolutely  faithful,  honest,  and  magnanimous. 

11.  Politics.  In  politics,  Browning  was  an 
ardent  Liberal.  His  reasons  for  his  political 
creed  are  best  given  in  his  poem,  Why  I  Am  a 
Liberal. 

'Why  ?'     Because  all  I  haply  can  and  do, 
All  that  I  am  now,  all  I  hope  to  be, — 
Whence  comes  it  save  from  future  setting  free 

Body  and  soul  the  purpose  to  pursue 

God  traced  for  both  ?     If  fetters,  not  a  few, 
Of  prejudice,  convention,  fall  from  me, 
These  shall  I  bid  men — each  in  his  degree. 

Also  God-guided — bear,  and  gayly,  too  ? 

But  little  do  or  can,  the  best  of  us  : 

That  little  is  achieved  through  Liberty. 

Who,  then,  dares,  hold,  emancipated  thus, 
His  fellow  shall  continue  bound  ?     Not  I, 

Who  live,  love,  labour  freely,  nor  discuss 

A  brother's  right  to  freedom.     That  is  'Why.' 

12.  Poet.  Browning  is  recognized  as  a  great 
poet  of  the  Mid- Victorian  era.  His  poetry  is 
an  emphatic  expression  of  his  own  personality 
and  a  glowing  prophecy  of  the  ultimate  results 
of  Christian  civilization.  He  is  the  head  of  the 
psychological  school  of  poetry.  His  choice  of 
subject  is  a  problem  or  a  crucial  experience  of 
the  soul.  He  studies  the  soul,  the  inner  life  of 
man,  and  believes  that  little  else  is  worth  study- 
ing ;  and  because  of  his  profound  subjects,  the 
uneven  quality  of  his  work,  and  the  new  form 
of  expression  he  used,  the  dramatic  monologue, 
he  is  our  most  difficult  poet  after  Milton.  He 
said,  'I  never  pretended  to  offer  such  literature 
as  should  be  a  substitute  for  a  cigar  or  a  game 
at  dominoes  to  an  idle  man.'  He  sought  for  his 
characters  in  all  nations  and  in  all  epochs.     He 
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loved  nature,  but  human  nature  best,  and  his 
conceptions  are  intensely  optimistic.  His  tone 
is  manly,  sympathetic,  honest.  He  is  eminent- 
ly a  thinker,  vigorous,  perplexing,  unique. 

13.  Religion.  In  religion  Browning  was  a 
nonconformist.  His  philosophy  of  life  is  called 
a  sober  optimism.  He  feels  the  joy  of  mere 
existence,  and  delights  in  using  all  man's  feel- 
ings and  powers.  He  shows  how  riches,  fame, 
indecision,  convention,  cowardice,  selfishness, 
rob  the  soul  of  its  finest  possibilities.  He  holds 
that  Love  is  the  essential  stimulus  and  lasting 
reward.     He  believes  firmly  in  God's  love  : — 

'God's  in  His  Heaven, 
All's  well  with  the  world.' 

14.  Time  and  Place  of  Death.  The  poet 
died  on  December  12,  1889,  at  his  son's  home 
in  Venice.  He  was  buried  in  the  Poet's  Corner, 
Westminster  Abbey. 

15.  Opinions.  Mr.  Browning  has  inter- 
preted every  one  of  our  emotions,  from  divine 
love  to  human  friendship,  from  the  despair  of 
the  soul  to  the  depths  of  personal  hatred. — 
Andrew  Lang. 

Browning  had  plenty  to  say  on  whatever  sub- 
ject he  took  up,  and  had  a  fresh,  an  original, 
a  vigorous  manner  of  saying  it. — Saintsbury. 

As  a  humourist  in  poetry,  Browning  takes 
rank  with  our  greatest.  His  humour,  like  most 
of  his  qualities,  is  peculiar  to  himself  ;  though 
no  doubt  Carlyle  has  something  of  it.  It  is  of 
remarkably  wide  capacity,  and  ranges  from  the 
effervescence  of  pure  fun  and  freak  to  that  salt 
and  briny  laughter  whose  taste  is  bitterer  than 
tears. — Symonds. 

He  never  seems  to  be  telling  us  what  he 
thinks  and  feels,  but  puts  before  us  some  man 
or  woman  whose  individuality  soon  becomes 
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as  clear  and  as  absolute  as  our  own.  The  poet 
does  not  appear  ;  indeed,  so  wholly  is  he  merged 
in  the  creature  of  his  own  will  that,  as  we  hear 
that  creature  speak,  his  creator  is,  for  the  time, 
completely  forgotten. — White. 

We  feel  Browning  in  every  line  he  wrote. 
If  there  is  a  poet  whose  mission  it  is  to  sustain, 
comfort,  and  inspire  to  noble  action  and  God- 
like feeling,  it  is  Robert  Browning.  He  was 
not  a  man  of  creed,  but  the  religion  in  his  poems 
will  prove  enough  for  most  men  to  live  by  and 
die  by. — Cody. 

Browning  is  a  great  poet  by  virtue  of  his 
commanding  genius,  his  fearless  imagination, 
his  penetrating  pathos.  He  strikes  an  iron 
harp-string. — McCarthy. 

In  a  study  of  Browning,  the  most  original 
and  unequal  of  poets,  three  features  obviously 
present  themselves.  His  dramatic  gift,  rare 
in  these  times,  calls  for  recognition  and  analysis; 
his  method — the  eccentric  quality  of  his  ex- 
pression— constantly  intrudes  upon  the  reader; 
last,  the  moral  of  his  verse  warrants  a  closer 
examination  than  we  give  to  the  sentiments  of 
a  more  conventional  poet. — Stedman. 

In  a  generation  full  of  hope  and  belief  in 
human  nature,  his  was  the  most  optimistic 
voice  of  all  ;  in  a  crowd  of  writers  all  aware  that 
science  was  threatening  with  new  discoveries 
the  foundations  of  religion,  politics,  letters,  he 
was  the  boldest  of  our  poets  to  experiment  while, 
all  the  time,  his  work  rested  on  a  common 
sense  unshaken  by  the  passing  earthquake. 
He  has  no  languors,  no  sentimentality.  He  is, 
as  he  claimed  for  himself  in  his  very  last  poem — 

One  who  never  turned  his  back,  but  marched 
breast  forward. 

— Quiller-Coueh. 
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It  is  plain  truth  to  say  that  no  other  English 
poet,  Shakespeare  excepted,  has  so  heaped  up 
human  interest  for  his  readers  as  has  Robert 
Browning. — Birr  ell. 


NOTES. 


ALL  SERVICE  RANKS  THE  SAME 
WITH  GOD,   1841. 

Pippa  Passes  is  the  name  of  one  of  Browning's 
dramas.  The  play  is  divided  into  four  parts, 
or  acts,  which  are  virtually  four  detached 
dramas  unified  by  the  silk-weaver  Pippa  un- 
knowingly, and  which  are  designated  Day, 
Noon,  Evening,  Night.  Pippa  is  a  girl  em- 
ployed in  the  silk  mills  of  Asolo,  Italy,  and  by 
faithful  work  earns  just  enough  to  pay  for  her 
daily  fare  of  bread  and  milk.  She  has  but  one 
holiday  in  the  whole  year — New  Year's  Day, 
and  tries  to  enjoy  it  to  the  utmost,  morning, 
noon,  evening,  and  night.  Her  pastime  is 
delightfully  simple.  She  selects  the  four  hap- 
piest persons  of  her  town  and  decides  to  per- 
sonate in  fancy  each  one  in  turn,  the  haughty 
lady  Ottima,  the  sculptor's  bride  Phene,  the 
faithful  son  Luigi,  and  the  holy  and  beloved 
Bishop.  The  Bishop's  love  to  her  seems 
greatest,  for  she  calls  it  the  love  of  God,  and 
concludes  that  the  mere  thought  of  what  she 
intends  to  do,  causes  her  to  share  in  God's 
love.     She  asks  herself — 

'  What  does  New  Year's  hymn  declare  ? 
What  other  meaning  do  these  verses  bear  ?' 

and  sings  the  hymn  beginning — 

All  service  ranks  the  same  with  God. 
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She  adds — 

'I  will  pass  by,  and  see  their  happiness, 
And  envy  none — being  just  as  great,  no  doubt, 
Useful  to  men,  and  dear  to  God,  as  they  ! ' 

Pippa  believes  with  Wordsworth  that — 

'Small  service  is  true  service  while  it  lasts  : 
The  daisy,  by  the  shadow  that  it  casts, 
Protects  the  lingering  dewdrops  from  the  sun.' 

The  little  silk-weaver  enjoys  her  day  and 
falls  asleep  murmuring  her  New  Year's  hymn 
and  wondering  how  nearly  she  has  approached 
in  happiness  the  people  she  impersonated  in 
fancy.  She  has  no  idea  that  her  timely  songs 
sung  as  she  passed  through  the  neighbourhood 
of  her  chosen  four,  have  awakened  four  con- 
sciences to  a  sense  of  duty  ;  for  the  teaching  of 
the  drama  is  that  Pippa  as  God's  puppet,  all 
unconscious  of  her  missionary  work,  does  His 
Holy  Will  in  troubling  and  transforming,  and 
that  the  greatest  work  in  the  world  is  often  done 
by  those  who  do  not  know  they  are  doing  it. 
Pippa  believes  herself  to  be  lowly  by  birth  and 
meagre  in  attainments.  The  poem  discloses 
her  as  one  of  the  grand  folk  by  birth  and  by 
accomplishments  ;  but  of  her  true  aristocracy 
of  merit  she  knows  nothing  .  She  is  a  deification 
of  unconscious  influence  for  good. 

1.  All.  .  .  God.  All  work  is  considered  to  be 
equal  by  God,  who  regards,  not  the  individual 
task,  but  the  sincerity  of  the  worker.  In  His 
eyes,  the  work  is  great  if  it  is  with  Him,  not 
against  Him. 

2-5.  If  now...  work.  Each  only  as  God 
wills,  can  work,  if  now  His  presence  fills  our 
earth  as  it  did  formerly  when  He  trod  the 
Garden  of  Eden.  God  is  very  near  to  us  in 
our  conscience. 
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5.  Puppets.  Dolls,  marionettes,  moved  by 
strings  or  wires  ;  hence,  persons  completely 
controlled  by  the  will  of  another.  Of  course, 
it  is  an  honour  to  be  a  puppet  to  God,  just  as  it 
is  an  honour  to  be  a  slave  to  truth  ;  and  we  are 
best  or  worst  a.s  we  do  our  work  with  Him  or 
against  Him. 

6.  There  is.  . .  first.  God  does  not  call  one 
kind  of  workers  first,  and  another  kind  last. 
All  honest,  useful,  cheerful  workers  are  equal 
in  His  sight. 

7.  Small.  An  event  is  small  if  it  costs  but 
little  trouble  to  have  it  come  to  pass  ;  great,  if 
it  is  the  result  of  a  supreme  effort. 

10-12.  Unt  wine  ...  exceed  !  The  sum  total 
of  all  the  work  done  by  mankind  will  be  less  by 
my  work  if  I  fail  to  do  it,  and  will  be  greater  by 
my  work  if  I  do  it.  If  Pippa  winds  her  silk,  it 
may  be  used  to  embroider  Ottima's  cloak. 

SUGGESTIVE  QUESTIONS. 

1.  Show  that  the  poem  is  an  appropriate 
New  Year's  hymn. 

2.  Show  whether  or  not  Pippa's  philosophy 
of  life  is  consoling. 


THE  ITALIAN  IN  ENGLAND, 

1845. 

Browning  loved  Italy.  In  The  Italian  in 
England,  the  poet's  aim  is  to  create  in  Eng- 
land sympathy  with  Italy  in  her  spirited 
struggle  against  Austrian  despotism.  To  that 
end,  he  chooses  two  typical  Italians,  a  man 
from  the  highest  social  class  and  a  woman  from 
the  humblest  peasant  plane  ;  but  both  are 
animated   by   a  fervent  love   of   Italy,   whose 
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cause  must  be  honourable  to  awaken  genuine 
patriotism  in  noble  and  peasant.  The  man 
speaks  the  monologue  and  idealizes  the  woman. 
The  audience  is  England.  With  a  knowledge 
of  what  British  fair  play  connotes,  critics  of  the 
poem  must  admit  that  Browning  gains  many 
partisans  for  the  aged  exile  who  has  taken  ref- 
uge among  freemen,  and  much  admiration 
of  the  splendid  personality  of  the  Italian 
woman  whose  humanity  and  patriotism  were 
proof  against  the  subtle  charge  of  gold,  and 
whose  power  to  keep  an  honourable  secret  was 
not  weakened  even  by  a  sincere  lover.  Like 
the  grateful  exile,  many  Englishmen  would 
gladly  look  upon  the  calm  smile  of  that  woman's 
face,  would  reverently  kiss  the  willing  hand  that 
saved  the  patriot,  and  would  earnestly  pray  for 
a  blessing  on  her  and  her  family. 

The  incident  is  wholly  imaginary,  but  might 
easily  have  been  founded  on  fact.  Mazzini, 
who  loved  the  poem,  is  said  to  have  had  many 
similar  experiences. 

7.  Aqueduct.  An  artificial  conduit  con- 
structed to  convey  water  for  the  supply  of  a 
large  city.    . 

8.  Charles.  Carlo  Alberto,  King  of  Sar- 
dinia. He  was  very  severe  against  Mazzini's 
party,  known  as  Young  Italy. 

In  March  1848,  Charles  declared  war  against 
Austria,  lost  ground,  and  after  the  fatal  battle 
of  Novara,  March  24,  1849,  to  save  his  king- 
dom, he  had  to  resign  his  crown  in  favour  of  bis 
son,  Victor  Emmanuel,  afterwards  the  first 
King  of  United  Italy.  Charles  died  broken 
hearted  and  misunderstood,  in  Oporto,  Spain, 
1850. 

19.  Metternich  (met-ter-nih).  1773-1859. 
The  great  Austrian  statesman  and  diplomatist, 
and  the  enemy  of  Italian  independence. 


106  ROBERT  BROWNING 

24.  Maize.  Indian  corn,  indigenous  to 
America,  but  cultivated  in  Italy. 

25.  Lombardy  (lom-bar-de).  An  Italian 
compartimento  bordering  on  Austria  and 
Switzerland.  Lombardy  was  under  Austrian 
rule  from  1815  till  1859. 

41.  Crypt.  Hiding-place.  A  crypt  is  a 
subterranean  cell  or  cave  used  as  a  vault  for 
burial  purposes  or  as  a  chapel. 

51.  Devised.     Planned  skilfully. 

74.  Padua  (pad-you-a).  An  Italian  city  with 
a  famous  university. 

75.  Duomo  (dwom-o).  An  Italian  word 
meaning  cathedral. 

76.  Tenebrae.  Tenebrae  means  literally 
darkness.  It  is  the  name  given  to  the  matins 
and  lauds  for  the  Thursday,  Friday,  and  Satur- 
day of  Holy  Week.  The  services  are  so  called 
because  they  symbolize  the  darkness  of  the 
world  at  the  time  of  the  Crucifixion. 

138.  Opine.  Are  of  the  opinion,  think,  be- 
lieve. 

SUGGESTIVE   QUESTIONS. 

1.  Tell  the  exile's  story  in  the  third  person. 

2.  Show  that  the  first  line  of  the  poem 
awakens  sympathy  for  the  speaker. 

3.  What   details   augment  your   sympathy  ? 

4.  Describe  a  group  of  Italian  peasants  on 
their  way  to  work. 

5.  Why  did  the  peasant  girl  break  the  branch, 
to  ward  off  suspicion  or  to  mark  the  spot  ? 

6.  Show  that  the  girl  possessed  self-control 
and  resourcefulness. 

7.  Tell  the  tale  that  the  noble  devised  to 
communicate  to  the  girl. 

8.  In  what  particulars  does  the  peasant  girl 
remind  the  noble  of  Italy  ? 
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9.  How  did  the  noble  make  it  clear  that  his 
letter  was  to  be  given  to  a  priest  ? 

10.  Show  from  the  poem  about  what  time  of 
year  the  man  was  being  hounded. 

11.  Why  did  the  girl  not  tell  her  worthy 
lover  ? 

12.  What  line  makes  it  clear  that  the  girl 
watched  the  noble  sail  away  for  England  ? 

13.  If  the  exile  were  to  make  three  wishes  for 
himself,  what  would  they  be  ? 

14.  Show  that  the  exile  was  a  person  of  im- 
portance. 

15.  Sketch  the  character  of  the  peasant 
girl. 

16.  Sketch  her  life  as  a  matron. 

17.  Would  the  art-process  of  the  poem  have 
been  more  excellent  if  the  aim  of  the  poet  had 
been  less  evident,  since  he  makes  the  English 
people  the  listeners  of  the  monologue  of  the 
exile  ? 

18.  How  does  Browning  make  his  readers 
feel  that  Italy  will  succeed  ? 

19.  Show  that  the  rime  and  rhythm  are  suit- 
able. 

20.  Select  a  felicitous  rime. 

21.  Select  words  that  show  how  fondly  the 
exile  thinks  of  Italy. 

22.  Select  words  which  show  that  the  cause 
of  Italian  freedom  languishes. 

23.  Select  words  which  indicate  that  the 
exile's  heart  is  still  in  the  cause  and  that  he 
still  actively  directs  resistance. 


CAVALIER  TUNES,  1842. 

At  times,  Browning  delighted  in  making  be- 
lieve that  he  was  someone  else.  He  breathed 
the  atmosphere  of  Cromwellian  England  while 
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writing  the  drama  Strafford,  and  in  the  Cavalier 
Tunes  impersonated  a  follower  of  King  Charles 
in  three  stages  of  the  struggle  between  the 
Roundheads  and  the  Cavaliers.  The  first 
lyric  presents  a  Royalist  party  marching  to 
Nottingham,  where  the  followers  of  Charles  I. 
raised  their  standard  ;  the  second,  a  Cavalier 
that  has  lost  his  fortune  and  his  son  ;  the  third, 
a  Cavalier  whose  home  and  wife  are  in  danger. 
The  three  songs  are  genuine  lyrics  of  martial 
vigour  and  military  dash,  and  their  splendid 
musical  setting  by  Dr.  Villiers  Stanford  has 
made  them  exhilarating  war  chants.  Browning 
originated  the  dramatic  lyric  and  by  many 
critics  is  thought  to  do  his  best  work  in  that 
type  of  poetry. 


I.  MARCHING  ALONG. 

1.  Kentish  Sir  Byng.  An  imaginary 
Royalist,  but  Kent  was  very  loyal  to  Charles. 

2.  Crop-headed.  Roundheaded.  The  gen- 
tlemen whether  Puritan  or  anti-Puritan  wore 
their  hair  long  and  flowing  ;  the  servants  .and 
apprentices,  closely  cropped.  The  men  that 
flocked  to  Westminster  were  nicknamed  Round- 
heads by  the  Whitehall  courtiers,  who,  in  turn 
were  taunted  as  Cavaliers,  soldiers  of  fortune. 

Swing.     Hang. 

3.  Pressing.  Not  forcing  enlistment,  but 
mustering  those  anxious  to  fight. 

7.  Pym.  John  Pym,  1584-1643,  parlia- 
mentary leader,  a  supporter  of  the  impeachment 
of  Buckingham,  Strafford,  and  Laud,  an  ad- 
vocate of  the  Petition  of  Rights,  and  one  of  the 
five  members  whose  arrest  was  attempted  by 
the  King. 
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7.  Carles.  Churls.  Fellows  of  low  birth 
and  rude  manners. 

8.  Parles.     Conferences,  debates. 
10.  Pasty.     A  large  meat  pie. 

14.  Hampden.  John  Hampden,  1594-1642, 
one  of  the  five  members  that  the  king  attempted 
to  arrest,  and  the  noblest  statesman  of  the  Long 
Parliament.  He  preferred  to  be  imprisoned 
rather  than  pay  the  illegal  shilling  tax  called 
Ship  Money.  He  was  mortally  wounded  dur- 
ing the  Battle  of  Chalgrove  Field. 

15.  Hazelrig.  Sir  Arthur  Hazelrig,  1612- 
60,  one  of  the  five  members  whose  arrest  the 
King  attempted. 

Fiennes.  A  prominent  member  of  the  Long 
Parliament.     He  was  exceptionally  industrious. 

Young  Harry.  Sir  Henry  Vane,  1612-62> 
known  as  Sir  Harry  or  Young  Harry  to  dis- 
tinguish him  from  his  father.  Young  Harry 
was  a  governor  of  the  Massachusetts  Bay 
Colony,  a  member  of  the  Long  Parliament,  a 
negotiator  of  the  Solemn  League  and  Covenant 
with  Scotland,  and  a  prisoner  for  an  attack  on 
Cromwell's  Protectorate.  He  was  beheaded  at 
the  Restoration. 

16.  Rupert.  Prince  Rupert  of  the  Pala- 
tinate, best  known  as  Rupert  of  the  Rhine,  a 
dashing  cavalry  leader,  and  a  nephew  of 
Charles  I. 

20.  Snarls.  Vexatious  controversies,  braw- 
ling squabbles. 

22.  Nottingham.  On  August  23,  1642) 
Charles  I.  raised  the  Royal  Standard  at  Not- 
tingham, and  thus  indicated  the  beginning  of 
hostilities  against  the  Parliament. 
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SUGGESTIVE  QUESTIONS. 

1.  Show  that  the  metrical  form,  the  change- 
ful movement,  and  the  martial  swing  of  the 
lyric  are  indicative  of  the  spirit  of  the  reckless, 
but  loyal  Cavaliers. 

2.  What  lines  of  the  song  are  professedly 
sung  by  Browning  and  what  by  the  imaginary 
Cavalier  ? 

3.  From  what  expressions  do  you  conclude 
that  the  Cavalier  is  gallantly  bluff  ? 

4.  What  internal  reference  gives  the  imagin- 
ary incident  of  the  poem  an  historical  date  ? 

5.  What  line  conveys  the  best  moral  senti- 
ment ? 

II.  GIVE  A  ROUSE. 

Give  a  Rouse.  Drink  a  bumper  to  some- 
body's health. 

13.  Quaff.     Drink  in  large  draughts. 

16.  Noll.  A  contemptuous  curtailment  of 
Oliver.     The  reference  is  to  Oliver  Cromwell. 

SUGGESTIVE  QUESTIONS. 

1.  Show  that  it  is  possible  that  the  imaginary 
singer  of  the  lyric  is  the  same  as  of  Marching 
Along. 

2.  What  indication  is  there  that  the  incident 
of  the  poem  is  of  a  later  date  than  that  of 
Marching  Along. 

3.  Compare  the  rhythm  of  the  song  with  that 
of  Marching  Along. 

III.  BOOT  AND  SADDLE. 

10.  Flouts.  Defiantly  treats  with  con- 
tempt.    The  castle  flouts  the  array.      • 
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Brancepeth.  There  is  a  castle  of  that  name 
on  the  river  Wear,  in  the  county  of  Durham. 
The  castle  may  be  imaginary. 

11.     Laughs.     Says  with  a  laugh. 

Fay.     Obsolete  for  faith. 

SUGGESTIVE  QUESTIONS. 

1.  Show  that,  if  Castle  Brancepeth  is  real,  not 
imaginary,  the  Cavalier  of  Boot  and  Saddle  is 
not  the  same  man  as  sings  the  other  two  poems. 

2.  Browning's  first  choice  of  a  title  for  the 
lyric  was  My  Wife  Gertrude  :  show  that  Boot 
and  Saddle  is  preferable. 

3.  Does  the  Cavalier  save  his  castle  and  his 
wife  ? 

4.  Show  that  the  incident  of  the  poem  refers 
to  a  later  date  than  that  of  the  Battle  of  Naseby, 
1645,  when  the  Cavaliers  were  signally  defeated 
and  retreated  to  their  strongholds. 

5.  Compare  the  choruses  of  the  three  lyrics 
in  stirring  effectiveness. 

6.  WThat  makes  this  stirrup-lyric  superb  ? 


MY  LAST  DUCHESS,  1842. 

The  poem  My  Last  Duchess  is  a  monologue  ; 
that  is,  there  is  but  one  speaker,  and  he  dis- 
courses to  another  person.  It  is,  also,  dramatic; 
that  is,  the  usual  narrative  details  of  time,  place, 
actors,  situation,  are  not  directly  stated,  but  are 
readily  inferred,  and  the  speaker  is  an  imagin- 
ary person,  whose  thoughts  and  sentiments  are 
his  own,  not  the  poet's.  This  dramatic  mono- 
logue is  psychological  ;  that  is,  it  reveals  the 
soul  of  the  Duke,  of  his  last  Duchess,  and  of  the 
envoy,  through  the  words  and  actions  of  the 
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Duke  himself.  Of  this  art-form,  Browning  is 
very  fond,  for  it  is  evidently  well  suited  to  his 
great  power  of  suggestion  and  compression. 
This  splendid  illustration  suggests  to  the  imag- 
ination enough  to  disclose  a  life  tragedy  wherein 
the  heroine  is  the  late  unfortunate  Duchess  and 
the  jealous  villain  is  the  Duke,  who  is  negotiat- 
ing to  repeat  the  tragedy  ;  yet  the  poet's  aim 
is,  not  to  exhibit  the  individual  character  of  the 
Duke,  but  to  present  in  the  leading  man  of 
Ferrara  a  type  of  a  class  and  of  a  civilization 
in  which  intellectuality  dominates  spirituality. 
The  Duchess  and  the  Count's  envoy  are 
splendidly  individualized  ;  both  are  interesting 
persons,  not  types. 

Ferrara.  A  city  in  Italy  and  on  the  Po. 
As  the  home  of  the  famous  Este  family,  Ferrara 
was  a  city  of  art  and  culture.  Its  glory  van- 
ished at  the  end  of  the  sixteenth  century.  The 
sub-title  suggests  refinement  and  art  in  an 
effete  city  not  noted  for  its  manliness  and  god- 
liness. 

3.  Fra  Pandolf.  An  imaginary  artist. 
Fra  means  friar.  The  friars  were  among  the 
best  painters  of  the  Renaissance. 

10.  But  I.     Rime  overrules  grammar. 

25.  Favour.  Gift.  The  favour  was  prob- 
ably a  costly  jewel  worn  by  some  distinguished 
ancestress. 

28.  Mule.  Once  considered  the  proper 
mount  for  an  aristocratic  lady. 

50.  Pretence.     Claim. 

54.  Neptune.  In  Roman  mythology,  the 
supreme  ruler  .of  the  sea.  The  Greeks  called 
him  Poseidon. 

56.  Claus  of  Innsbruck  (in's-prook).  An 
imaginary  sculptor.  Innsbruck  is  the  chief 
town  of  the  Tyrol,  Austria. 
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SUGGESTIVE  QUESTIONS. 
I.  THE  POEM. 

1.  Show  that  every  word  in  the  title  ac- 
centuates the  Duke's  point  of  view. 

2.  How  is  it  that  the  sub-title  suggests 
ministering  to  art  for  art's  sake,  and  not  for 
man's  soul-life  ? 

3.  Does  the  poem  gain  or  lose  by  having  the 
Duke  of  Ferrara  an  imaginary  personage  ? 

4.  Show  that  the  interest  of  the  reader  is 
greater  when  the  monologue  opens  abruptly. 

5.  Howt  far  must  the  poem  be  read  before  the 
reader  is  able  to  conclude  that  the  Duke  took 
the  Count's  envoy  to  the  art  gallery  to  make 
clear  that  the  next  Duchess  must  not  harass  her 
distinguished  husband  by  deriving  her  gladness 
from  any  other  source  except  him  ? 

6.  What  is  the  Duke's  other  condition  that 
must  be  fulfilled  before  he  will  marry  the  Count's 
daughter  ? 

7.  Was  the  company  assembled  in  the  Duke's 
palace  to  meet  the  Count's  envoy  ? 

8.  Had  the  Count's  envoy  met  the  other 
guests  of  the  Duke  before  the  visit  to  the  art 
gallery  ? 

9.  Is  the  picture  of  the  Duchess  painted  on 
the  wall  as  a  mural  adornment  or  does  the 
portrait  hang  on  the  wall  ?     . 

10.  Why  do  you  conclude  that  Fra  Pandolf  is 
a  great  artist  ? 

11.  In  what  words  does  the  Duke  convey  the 
impression  that  Fra  Pandolf  was  a  man  of 
honour  ? 

12.  Is  the  bronze  statue  in  the  courtyard  seen 
from  the  stairway  or  is  the  statue  in  the 
spacious  corridor  within  the  palace  ? 
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13.  Show  that  the  sense,  not  the  verse  or 
couplet,  controls  the  grouping  of  the  phrases  of 
the  poem. 

14.  Are  the  metrical  pauses  more  frequently 
at  the  end  of  the  lines  or  within  them  ? 

15.  Show  in  what  way  the  melody  of  the  poem 
resembles  Shakespeare's  earliest  and  latest  use 
of  the  pentameter. 

16.  'Then  all  smiles  stopped  together.' 

Show  that  the  words  quoted  illustrate  Brown- 
ing's power  of  compressing  a  story. 


II.  THE  ENVOY. 

1.  '  Will't  please  you  sit  and  look  at  her?' 

Is  the  envoy  offered  a  chair  as  soon  as  he 
shows  interest  in  the  painting,  or  is  the  question 
only  conventional  ? 

2.  Is  the  envoy  acquainted  with  Fra  Pan- 
dolf  ? 

3.  From  what  words  is  it  evident  that  the 
envoy's  eyes  conveyed  the  thought,  'The 
Duchess  must  have  been  looking  at  you  when 
she  sat  for  her  portrait'  ? 

4.  Is  the  envoy  addressed  in  the  words, 
'What  shall  I  say  ? '  or  is  the  Duke  for  the  moment 
lost  in  revery  ? 

5.  Is  there  in  the  envoy's  eyes  any  expression 
that  prompts  the  exclamation,  'Sir,  'twas  all  one'  ? 

6.  What  expression  on  the  envoy's  face 
called  forth  'good!'  in  the  thirty-first  line  ? 

7.  'Who'd  stoop  to  blame 
This  sort  of  trifling  ?' 

Does  the  question  intimate  that  the  envoy's 
countenance  indicates  that  the  Duke  should 
have  remonstrated  with  the  Duchess  because 
of  her  emotional  nature  ? 
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8.  'Oh,  sir,  she  smiled,  no  doubt, 
Whene'er  I  passed  her;    but  who  passed  without 
Much  the  same  smile  ? ' 

Does  the  envoy's  expression  convey  to  the 
Duke  the  truth  that  the  Duchess  never  neg- 
lected to  give  to  her  husband  her  best  smile  ? 

9.  '  Will't  please  you  rise  ?' 

Is  it  the  unconscious  start  of  the  envoy,  when 
he  hears  that  all  the  smiles  of  the  Duchess 
stopped  simultaneously,  that  provokes  the 
Duke  to  ask  the  question,  or  does  the  envoy  rise 
or  half  rise  in  protest  and  is  then  requested  to 
do  so  ?  Or  does  the  Duke  think  that  he  should 
meet  the  guests  below  ? 

10.  Why  does  the  envoy  expect  the  Duke  to 
lead  in  descending  the  stairs  ? 

11.  Does  the  envoy  report  for  or  against  the 
marriage  ? 


III.  THE  DUCHESS. 

1.  Write  a  pen-portrait  of  the  Duchess. 

2.  Sketch  her  life  previous  to  her  marriage. 

3.  Show  that,  although  the  Duchess  gives  her 
name  to  the  poem,  her  character  is  accessory  to 
that  of  the  Duke. 

4.  Show  from  what  words  you  conclude  that 
the  Duchess  had  a  fresh  interest  in  life  ;  that 
she  was  lovable,  self-forgetful,  frank,  generous, 
ready  to  be  pleased  by  others,  full-souled. 

5.  *    'And  if  she  let 
Herself  be  lessoned  so,  nor  plainly  set 

Her  wits  to  yours,  forsooth,  and  made  excuse.' 

Does  this  suggest  that  the  Duchess  was  old 
or  young  ?     Was  she  likely  to  make  excuse  ? 

6.  '  This  grew.' 

Was  the  Duchess  conscious  that  she  found 
more  and  more  of  her  joy  apart  from  her  hus- 
band ? 
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7.  'All  smiles  stopped  together.' 

Is  this  euphemism  for  murder  or  does  it  mean 
that  thenceforth  the  Duchess  stifled  her  heart 
and  pined  away  ? 

8.  'I  gave  commands.' 

Browning  was  asked  what  he  meant  the  com- 
mands to  be.  He  replied  that  he  meant  the 
Duchess  to  be  put  to  death  ;  but  he  added  that 
the  Duke  might  have  had  the  Duchess  shut 
up  in  a  Convent.  Show  that  for  his  art  purpose 
it  is  immaterial  what  the  commands  were. 

9.  Did  the  Duchess  pass  away  without 
complaint  ? 

IV.  THE  DUKE. 

1.  What  words  tell  the  age  of  the  lineage  of 
the  Este  family  ? 

2.  Do  the  feelings  of  marital  love  or  of  love  of 
art  dominate  when  the  Duke  views  the  picture  ? 

3.  What  trait  of  his  character  is  revealed  by 
his  use  of  now  in  the  third  verse  ? 

4.  Does  the  Duke  keep  the  portrait  veiled  to 
preserve  it  as  a  work  of  art  or  to  prevent  the 
Duchess,  even  in  the  picture,  from  smiling  her 
sweet  joyousness  at  will  ? 

5.  Read  the  Duke's  character  as  it  is  revealed 
in  the  parentheses  of  the  poem. 

6.  Would  he  not  stoop  even  to  save  the  life 
of  the  Duchess  ? 

7.  Is  the  sculptured  group  dearer  to.,  the 
Duke  because  of  its  rarity  or  of  its  soul  ? 

8.  What  words  show  the  Duke  to  be  polite, 
heartless, conventional,  exclusive,  cruel,  jealous? 

9.  Is  there  any  trace  of  remorse  in  the  Duke's 
words  ? 

10.  Show  how  the  pride  of  the  virtuoso  is  ex- 
pressed in  though  in  the  fifty-fourth  line. 
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11.  Show  that  the  Duke  is  really  a  soulless 
virtuoso  contemptibly  mean  and  fiendishly 
jealous. 

12.  Is  the  Duke's  character  true  to  life  ? 


THE  BOY  AND  THE  ANGEL,  1845. 

The  Boy  and  the  Angel  is  a  legend  probably 
invented  by  Browning  to  teach  a  moral  truth. 
That  truth  is  the  same  as  is  exemplified  by 
Pippa's  song  All  Service  Ranks  the  Same  With 
God.  With  the  Creator,  there  is  no  distinction 
of  first  or  last  according  to  the  simplicity  or 
grandeur  of  man's  work  appraised  by  human 
beings.  Man  in  the  eyes  of  the  Almighty  is 
worst  or  best  as  the  daily  task,  the  common 
round,  the  duty  that  lies  nearest,  is  done  faith- 
lessly or  faithfully,  grudgingly  or  cheerfully, 
perfunctorily  or  enthusiastically. 

16.  Peter's  dome.  The  famous  basilica  of 
St.  Peter  in  Rome. 

21.  Alway.     Obsolete  and  poetic  for  always . 

22.  A  thousand.  .  .day.     Cf.  Peter  iii.  8. 
49.  Tiring-room.         Attiring-room,     dress- 
ing-room, vestry. 

51.  Dight.  Curtailed  form  of  dighted  and 
obsolete  for  decked,  adorned. 

SUGGESTIVE  QUESTIONS. 

1.  Sketch  the  life  of  Theocrite. 

2.  Was  Theocrite  a  handsome  lad  ? 

3.  By  what  humble  trade  do  you  imagine 
that  the  Italian  boy  earned  his  daily  bread  ? 

4.  How  many  words  are  there  in  Theocrite's 
hymn  of  thanksgiving  ? 
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5.  What  words  of  Blaise  show  that  he  fully 
understood,  that  ceremonial  laudation  is  not 
superior  to  simple  praise,  but  that  the  worth  of 
both  depends  on  the  sincerity  of  the  suppliant  ? 

6.  Although  it  was  only  the  word  of  God  that 
prompted  Theocrite  to  desire  to  be  a  Pope  and 
consequently  to  sing  beautiful  biblical  canticles 
at  Eastertide,  show  that  the  boy's  ambition  was 
needless  in  God's  sight. 

7.  Why  is  it  signally  appropriate  that  the 
archangel  Gabriel  heard  Theocrite's  prayer  and 
enabled  the  boy  to  advance  ? 

8.  Was  Theocrite's  prayer  answered  at  once 
or  after  an  interval  ? 

9.  Show  that  the  thought  of  the  stanza — 

With  God  a  day  endures  alway, 
A  thousand  years  are  but  a  day, 

is  closely  connected  with  the  thought  of  the 
preceding  and  the  succeeding  stanzas. 

10.  Show  that  Gabriel  was  humble  and 
obedient  to  God's  will. 

11.  What  two  qualities  prevent  a  mortal's 
song  from  being  as  perfect  as  an  angel's  ? 

12.  In  the  grand  chorus  sung  by  all  created 
beings,  although  Theocrite's  voice  was  seem- 
ingly weak,  what  words  show  that  it  was  far 
from  being  insignificant  in  the  Creator's  ears  ? 

13.  What  words  show  that  Gabriel  admits 
his  mistake  in  thinking  that  Theocrite's  humble 
hymn  was  less  acceptable  to  God  than  the 
grand  music  of  the  Roman  cathedral  ? 

14.  Did  Gabriel  fill  the  Pope's  place  ac- 
ceptably ? 

lo.  Why  was  Theocrite  the  new  Pope,  con- 
tent to  live  as  Theocrite  the  humble  crafts- 
man ? 

16.  Why  have  Gabriel  rule  as  Pope  till  the 
death  of  Theocrite  ? 
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17.  What  pictures  does  the  poem  suggest 
to  you  ? 

18.  Show  that  the  poem  contains  a  com- 
parison of  three  kinds  of  praise — humble,  cere- 
monial, angelic. 

19.  Compare  the  humility  of  Theocrite  and 
Gabriel. 

20.  Show  that  the  versification  harmonizes 
with  the  thought. 

HOME  THOUGHTS,  FROM 
ABROAD,  1845. 

This  charming  lyric  is  subjective  ;  that  is,  it 
is  a  real  song  from  the  depths  of  Browning's 
English  heart.  He  is  professedly  in  Italy  and 
longs  to  be  in  England — in  spring. 

4.  Unaware.  Suddenly,  unexpectedly.  One 
exceptional  delight  of  the  English  spring  is  the 
sudden  expansion  of  its  wealth  of  flowers  and 
the  unexpected  chorus  of  its  birds  in  the  trees 
and  hedgerows. 

5.  Brushwood  sheaf.  Closely  growing  suck- 
ers. 

6.  Bole.     Trunk,  stem. 

7.  Chaffinch.  A  British  bird  of  the  finch 
family  and  named  from  its  note,  chiff-chaff. 
It  sings  from  very  early  spring  till  mid-summer. 
Its  soft  blue-grey  back,  pink  breast  and  sides, 
and  barred  wings,  make  it  an  exceedingly  pretty 
bird.  It  seems  ubiquitous  and  is  always  light- 
hearted. 

Orchard-bough.  Browning  probably  has 
in  mind  the  fact  that,  in  parts  of  Europe,  the 
trees  have  been  cut  down  to  prevent  the  birds 
from  congregating  therein  ;  whereas,  in  Eng- 
land, old  trees  are  frequently  spared  as  homes 
for  the  birds. 
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14.  Thrush.  Burroughs  says  that  the  song 
of  the  thrush  is  composed  of  vocal  poses,  and 
that  its  strain  is  easily  translated  as  'Kiss  her, 
kiss  her  ;  do  it,  do  it  ;  be  quick,  be  quick  ; 
stick  her  to  it,  stick  her  to  it  ;  that  was  neat, 
that  was  neat  ;    that  will  do,  that  will  do.' 

SUGGESTIVE  QUESTIONS. 

1.  Translate  the  first  word  of  the  poem  into 
a  grammatical  sentence. 

2.  What  does  the  first  word  of  the  third  line 
join  ? 

3.  Differentiate  the  word  now  as  it  is  used 
in  the  second  verse  and  the  eighth. 

4.  Explain  the  thought  conveyed  by  the  dash 
preceding  and  the  exclamation  mark  following 
now  in  the  eighth  verse. 

5.  Reproduce  in  prose  Browning's  picture  of 
an  English  orchard  in  spring. 

6.  What  emotion  is  expressed  by  the  dash 
in  the  last  line  of  the  poem  ? 

7.  Contrast  the  English  buttercup  and  the 
Italian  melon-flower. 

8.  Do  you  know  of  a  finer  description  of  a  song 
of  a  bird  than  that  contained   in  this  poem  ? 

UP  AT  A  VILLA— DOWN  IN 
THE  CITY,  1855. 

Many  a  Canadian  sojourner  in  even  the  small- 
est Italian  towns  can  testify  to  the  truth  of 
Browning's  description  of  the  fascination  of  the 
city  square  as  a  stage  upon  which  to  study 
human  beings  in  perpetual  motion  from  early 
morning  till  nightfall,  in  spring,  summer, 
autumn,  and  winter.  But  what  traveller  pos- 
sesses Browning's  joyful  power  of  delineation 
and  dramaturgy  ? 


ROBERT  BROWNING  121 

4.  Bacchus.  The  Roman  god  of  wine.  Per 
Bacco,  by  Bacchus,  is  still  a  favourite  Italian 
expletive. 

9.  Shag  of  a  bush.  Rough,  bushy  mass. 
Shag  means  literally  rough  hair. 

10.  Own.  Own  refers  to  skull  in  the  eighth 
line.  The  speaker  scratches  his  own  skull  to 
find  out  if  he  has  become  a  beast  or  is  still  a 
man. 

20.  Over-smoked.  Made  a  smoke  colour. 
The  olive-trees  resemble  grey  smoke  in  colour. 

23.  Three  fingers.  The  height  of  three 
fingers. 

28.  Pash.  Strike  the  water  with  their  feet. 
The  sound  produced  by  the  action  is  that  of  the 
word  pash. 

29.  Conch  (konk).  A  marine  shell  large  and 
spiral.  Triton,  the  sea-deity,  uses  it  as  a 
trumpet. 

32.  Cypress.  The  cypress-tree  of  Italy  is 
tall  and  slender. 

34.  Thrid.     An  obsolete  form  of  thread. 

Stinking.  Having  a  disagreeable  odour  so 
strong  that  it  often  causes  dizziness. 

A-tingle.  To  feel  a  sharp,  thrilling  pain  as 
if  pricked  with  the  points  of  needles. 

36.  Cicala  (see-ka'-la).  Cicala  is  the  Italian 
form  of  cicada.  The  cicala  is  an  insect  that 
makes  a  loud  noise,  a  shrill  chirp.  The  cicala  is 
sometimes  called  a  tree-cricket,  a  locust,  a  har- 
vest-fly, a  grasshopper. 

38.  Church  bells.  Cf .  Meredith's  Diana  of 
the  Crossways,  Chapter  xvi. 

39.  Diligence.  Stage-coach  drawn  by  from 
two  to  seven  horses. 

42.  Pulcinello-trumpet  (pul-tshe-ncl-lo) . 
A  loud,  wind  instrument  usually  of  brass  and 
blown  to  announce  an  entertainment  somewhat 
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like  a  Punch  and  Judy  puppet-show.  Pul- 
cinello  is  the  clown  of  the  Neapolitan  comedy. 
His  name  is  derived  from  the  Italian  word 
pulcino,  a  young  chicken.  The  English  word 
Punch  is  a  derivative  of  the  Italian  Pulcinello. 
43.  Liberal  thieves.  The  gentleman  of 
quality  calls  all  those  of  Liberal  political  opin- 
ions robbers,  scoundrels.  The  Liberals  worked 
hard  for  a  united  Italy.  Cf.  Mrs.  Browning's 
A  Forced  Recruit  at  Solferino. 

46.  Little  .  .  .  Duke's.  No  special  duke  is  in- 
tended. Italy  had  many  independent  dukedoms. 

47.  Flowery  marge.  Ornamented  margin, 
or  border,  of  the  printed  page. 

Don.  The  Italian  word  for  Lord.  Rev.  Don 
So-and-so  is  imagined  to  possess  the  attain- 
ments of  six  unique  geniuses. 

48.  Dante  (dan-tay).  1265-1321.  _  The 
greatest  Italian  poet,  a  splendid  Florentine  sol- 
dier, the  Homer,  or  Virgil,  or  Milton,  of  Italian 
literature.  The  author  of  the  Divina  Corn- 
media. 

Boccaccio  (bok-ka'-tsho) .  1313-75.  A 
famous  Florentine  poet  story-teller,  whose 
Decamerone,  or  collection  of  one  hundred  superb 
tales,  was  a  storehouse  for  Chaucer  and  Shake- 
speare. 

Petrarca  (pay-trar-ka).  1304-74.  The 
greatest  of  the  Italian  lyric  poets.  The  English 
form  of  his  name  is  Petrarch  (pee-trark).  He 
wrote  a  series  of  very  famous  sonnets  to  a  lady 
named  Laura. 

St.  Jerome  (jer-ome).  340-420.  The  austere 
and  eloquent  Father  of  the  Church.  He  trans- 
lated the  Bible  into  the  Latin  version  known  as 
the  Vulgate. 

Cicero  (sis-e-ro).  B.C.  106-43.  The  re- 
nowned Roman  statesman,  philosopher,  and 
orator. 
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49.  St.  Paul.  The  Great  Apostle  of  the 
Church,  the  Servant  of  Jesus  Christ. 

50.  He.  Rev.  Don  So-and-so,  whose  elo- 
quence was  unctuous,  or  devotional. 

51.  Our  Lady.     The  Blessed  Virgin  Mary. 

52.  Seven  swords.  Emblems  of  the  seven 
great  sorrows  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  Her  first 
sorrow  arose  when  she  presented  her  Divine 
Son  in  the  Temple  and  heard  from  the  aged 
Simeon  that  a  sword  of  grief  would  pierce  her 
soul  on  His  account  ;  her  second  when,  to 
escape  the  cruelty  of  King  Herod,  she  was 
forced  to  flee  into  Egypt  with  St.  Joseph  and 
her  beloved  Child  ;  the  third  when,  in  returning 
from  Jerusalem,  she  lost  Jesus  and  sorrowfully 
sought  for  Him  during  three  days  ;  her  fourth 
when  she  met  her  Son  carrying  His  cross  to 
Calvary  and  saw  Him  fall  under  its  heavy 
weight  ;  her  fifth  when  she  saw  her  Son  on  His 
cross  ;  her  sixth  when  she  received  Him  into 
her  arms  from  His  cross  ;  her  seventh  when 
His  sacred  body  was  hidden  from  her  sight  in 
the  sepulchre. 

56.  Tax  upon  salt.  The  tax  on  salt  is  still  a 
government  monopoly  in  Italy. 

Passing  the  gate.  Instead  of  paying  a 
municipal  tax,  the  Italian  cities  prefer  to  tax  all 
provisions  entering  their  gates.  The  town-dues 
are  therefore  called  octroi. 

60.  Penitents.  .  .shirts.  The  penitential 
shirt  was  a  loose  gown  worn  over  the  ordinary 
garments. 

Yellow  candles.  The  pure  candles  used 
in  the  churches  are  made  of  unbleached  wax 
and  are  therefore  yellow. 

61.  With  handles.  The  handles  enable  the 
bearers  to  carry  the  cross  more  easily. 

62.  Scandals.     Ribald  comments. 
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SUGGESTIVE  QUESTIONS. 

1.  Show  from  the  poem  that  the  person  of 
quality  is  a  man,  not  a  woman. 

2.  Show  that  the  speaker  of  the  monologue  is 
in  the  country  and  sees  the  city  only  in  imagin- 
ation. 

3.  Why  does  the  speaker  not  live  in  the 
city  ? 

4.  Enumerate  what  makes  city  life  pleasing 
to  the  person  of  quality  and  country  life  dis- 
tasteful to  him. 

5.  Estimate  the  taste  of  the  speaker. 

6.  Appraise  his  character. 

7.  The  poem  has  been  called  'a  masterpiece 
of  irony  and  description'  :  confirm  the  state- 
ment by  several  exemplications  from  the  poem. 

8.  Does  Browning  reveal  himself  in  any  of 
the  exquisite  scenic  descriptions  ? 

9.  Where  does  the  person  of  quality  show 
most  frivolity  of  mind  ? 

10.  Has  he  any  religious  sentiments  ? 

11.  Select  three  humorous  delineations  of 
feelings. 

12.  Select  typical  lines  to  show  the  harmo- 
nious movement  of  the  verses. 

13.  Select  a  passage  illustrative  of  the  author's 
power  of  dramatic  vivacity. 

14.  Show  that  as  a  person  spiritually  colour- 
blind, the  speaker  may  be  considered  a  type  of 
man. 

15.  Throughout  the  poem,  do  you  admire 
Browning's  power  of  imagination  more  than  his 
power  of  dramaturgy  ? 

LOVE  AMONG  THE  RUINS,  185.5. 

Love  Among  the  Ruins  is  an  exquisitely 
beautiful  monologue  of  novel  versification  that 
suggests    a   light   organ   fugue   in   the    dainty 
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repetition  of  the  melody.  The  poem  teaches 
that  earth's  amaranthine  gift  is  Love.  The 
philosophic  contemplator  of  the  evanescence  of 
human  grandeur,  glory,  and  shame,  annihilates 
his  melancholy  in  the  blissful  moment  when  he 
experiences  the  vital  truth  that  Love  is  best. 

The  poem  recalls,  in  a  masterly  fashion,  the 
grandeur  of  the  Roman  Campagna,  of  the  great 
Grecian  cities,  of  the  Rome  of  the  Emperors,  of 
many-gated  Troy  or  Thebes  ;  and  the  blocks 
and  shafts  of  desolate  Carthage  create  a  dismal 
scene  of  the  relentless  and  ruthless  hand  of 
Time.  But  the  joy  of  living  and  of  loving 
effaces  the  sorrow  of  death  and  devastation. 
Love  is  assuredly  best — yesterday,  to-day,  and 
to-morrow. 

2.  Miles  and  miles.  This  adverbial  ob- 
jective of  distance  modifies  the  verb  smiles. 

8.  (So  they  say).  The  memorials  of  the 
famous  city  have  dwindled  to  hearsay  evidence. 

9-11.  Its  prince.  .  .court  in.  An  adjective 
clause  modifying  capital.  The  relative  pronoun 
which  is  omitted. 

15-17.  Certain  rills.  .  .name  to.  An  ad- 
jective clause  modifying  slopes.  Supply  the 
relative  pronoun  which. 

17.  They.     The  slopes  of  verdure. 

19.   Where.    Where  refers  to  slopes  of  verdure. 

21.  Hundred-gates.  Classic  scholars  de- 
tect a  reference  to  Homer's  description  of 
Thebes  in  Egypt  (Iliad  ix.). 

39.  Caper.  A  low  prickly  shrub.  It  grows 
in  stony  places  in  the  countries  bordering  on  the 
Mediterranean.  Its  buds  are  pickled  and  used 
as  a  condiment. 

Gourd.  The  popular  name  for  the  family 
of  plants  represented  by  the  cucumber,  melon, 
pumpkin,  vegetable  marrow,  etc. 
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41.  Houseleek.  A  common  plant  that 
grows  on  the  tops  of  houses  and  of  walls.  It 
has  very  fleshy  leaves,  often  applied  to  bruises, 
and  very  attractive  pink  flowers.  It  is  extreme- 
ly tenacious  of  life. 

57.   Caught  soul.      Gathered  inspiration. 

65.  Colonnades.  Series  of  columns  placed 
at  regular  intervals  and  supporting  an  en- 
tablature. 

66.  Causeys.  Highways  raised  and  paved 
with  mortar  containing  lime,  and  especially 
Roman  roads.  Causey  way  became  causeway. 
The  root  is  the  Latin  calx,  lime. 

Aqueducts.  Artificial  conduits,  structures 
for  conveying  water  for  the  supply  of  a  large 
city. 

SUGGESTIVE  QUESTIONS. 

1.  Show  that  the  first  eight  stanzas  are  in- 
troductory to  the  main  thought  of  the  poem — 
the  love  story. 

2.  What  words  in  the  ninth  stanza  turn  the 
attention  to  the  opening  of  the  poem  and  thus 
lead  the  reader  to  survey  the  landscape  ? 

3.  Does  that  calm  and  endless  landscape  sug- 
gest Millet  or  Poussin  ? 

4.  Write  a  pen-portrait  of  the  lady  as  she 
stands  in  the  turret. 

5.  Show  that  the  poem  contains  a  splendid 
contrast  of  placid  pasture-land  and  a  vast  and 
an  animated  city  ;  of  desolation  and  grandeur  ; 
of  the  past  and  the  present ;  of  glory  and  love; 
of  time  and  eternity. 

6.  Where  is  the  lover  most  melancholy  ? 

7.  Where  is  he  most  rapturous  ? 

8.  Show  that  the  picturesque  and  the  didactic 
elements  in  the  poem  reveal  Browning. 
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THE  GUARDIAN  ANGEL,  1855. 

The  Guardian  Angel,  V  Angelo  Custode,  was 
painted  by  Giovanni  Francesco  Barbieri,  nick- 
named Guercino  (gwer-chee-no),  the  squinter, 
from  his  slight  squint,  who  lived  from  1590  to 
1666,  and  amassed  a  large  fortune  by  his 
splendid  labours.  He  painted  one  hundred  and 
six  large  altar-pieces  and  one  hundred  and  forty- 
four  other  pictures.  His  greatest  work  is, 
perhaps,  his  Saint  Petronilla,  which  adorns  the 
Capitol  in  Rome.  All  his  pictures  have  colour 
and  animation. 

The  Guardian-Angel  represents  a  tall  and 
shapely  angel  in  rich  and  flowing  raiment.  The 
white  wings  are  partially  extended,  as  if  the 
angel  were  standing  but  for  a  few  moments  by 
the  side  of  a  cubical  block  of  stone.  His 
soothing  face  is  turned  over  the  right  shoulder 
as  if  he  would  bring  comfort  to  a  world  filled 
with  woe.  His  right  hand  clasps  lovingly  the 
little  prayer-joined  hands  of  a  nude  child  that 
is  kneeling  on  its  right  knee  on  the  block  of 
stone.  The  angel's  left  arm  caressingly  en- 
circles the  child,  the  angel's  left  hand  touching 
the  child's  left  shoulder  encouragingly.  The 
child  looks  past  the  angel's  face  and  up  to  the 
sky,  from  which  three  cherubs  look  down. 

The  simple  pathos  of  the  picture  appealed  to 
the  Brownings  and  their  writings  of  it  have 
conferred  upon  it  a  popularity  that  the  art- 
critics  declined  to  bestow. 

The  picture  is  in  the  beautiful  church  of  St. 
Augustine  in  Fano,  an  Italian  city  still  protected 
by  walls  and  a  moat.  Fano  is  on  the  Adriatic 
and  at  the  mouth  of  the  Metauro.  Its  popu- 
lation is  about  10,000. 
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1.  Angel.  The  consolatory  doctrine  as  to 
the  ministry  of  angels  is  founded  upon  such 
passages  of  Holy  Scripture  as  Matthew  xviii.  10. 

7.  Retrieve.     Gain  back,  reclaim,  inspirit. 

18.  Thou  Bird  of  God  !  The  expression  is 
used  by  Dante  in  his  Purgatorio  Canto  iv. 

37.  Alfred.  Mr.  Alfred  Domett,  1811-87, 
who  was  living  in  New  Zealand  at  the  time 
Browning  composed  the  poem. 

42.  He.     The  angel. 

51.  Endured  some  wrong.  Critics  found 
some  of  Guercino's  later   works   quite  insipid. 

55.  Wairoa  (wy'-ro-ah).  A  river  in  New 
Zealand.  Poets  prefer  to  name  a  country  by 
its  river,  which  usually  suggests  attractive 
associations. 

56.  Ancona.  A  picturesque  sea-city  thirty 
miles  south  of  Fano. 

SUGGESTIVE   QUESTIONS. 

1.  Show  that  the  poem  is  one  kind  of  beauti- 
ful letter  from  a  friend  to  a  friend. 

2.  From  a  study  of  the  poem  reproduce 
Guercino's  painting. 

3.  How  far  was  Browning  from  the  painting 
when  he  sketched  it  ? 

4.  Where  does  he  say  that  his  mind  is  weary 
from  work  ? 

5.  Reproduce  the  picture  wherein  Browning 
is  being  visited  by  the  angel. 

6.  Where  in  the  fifth  stanza  has  Browning 
clearly  revealed  his  own  soul  ? 

7.  In  what  lines  does  the  poet  confess  that 
he  desires  calmness  and  soothing  ? 

8.  Show  that  the  poem  teaches  that  a  re- 
ligious painting  has  an  elevating  influence. 

9.  Is  it  usual  or  unusual  for  Browning  to  be- 
come personal  in  his  poems  ? 


ROBERT  BROWNING  129 

10.  What  two  loving  allusions  to  Mrs. 
Browning  does  the  poem  contain  ? 

11.  Point  out  special  lines  whose  slow  move- 
ment seems  to  harmonize  with  the  mental 
weariness  of  the  writer. 

12.  Point  out  the  lines  that  suggest  bursts  of 
animation. 


PROSPICE,  1864. 

Mrs.  Browning  died  on  June  29,  1861. 
During  the  autumn  following  her  death, 
Browning  wrote  Prospice  (pros-pi-see  or  pros- 
pi-key),  although  he  did  not  publish  it  till 
1864.  The  word  prospice  is  the  imperative 
of  the  Latin  verb  prospicio,  and  means  look 
forward.  The  poem  is  an  act  of  faith  that 
Browning  makes  publicly  :  he  looks  forward 
through  the  shadow  of  the  valley  of  death  to  the 
eternity  of  bliss. 

1.  Fear  death  ?  St.  Paul  speaks  of  those 
who  because  of  their  fear  of  death  were  through- 
out their  lifetime  subject  to  bondage.  Evident- 
ly Browning  was  not  of  that  class  of  men,  and 
asks  the  question  in  tense  contempt. 

To  feel.  .  .  throat.  This  is  one  of  the  things 
that  cause  some  men  to  fear  death  ;  one  of  the 
struggles  that  accompany  the  agony  when  the 
soul  parts  from  the  body  forever. 

2.  The  mist  in  my  face.  Another  detail  of 
man's  dissolution. 

3.  Snows.      Snow-storms. 

15.  Death  bandaged  my  eyes.  The  refer- 
ence is  to  the  practice  of  tying  a  bandage  over 
the  eyes  of  a  prisoner  just  before  he  is  shot. 
Admirers  of  brave  Marshal  Ney  will  recall  the 
contempt  with  which  he  expressed  his  desire 
to  be  executed  open-eyed.     Browning  desires 
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to  be  conscious  that  his  immortal  soul  is  passing 
to  its  Creator.  That  is  the  supreme  moment 
in  his  life. 

Forbore.     Refrained  from  action. 

19.  Brunt.  Shock  of  an  onset  that  advances 
with  the  speed  of  fire. 

Pay  glad  life's  arrears.  Browning  seems 
to  believe  that  each  man  must  have  a  certain 
amount  of  sorrow  as  his  portion  of  the  sufferings 
of  humanity.  His  life  has  been  joyful,  glad. 
He  therefore  owes  life  some  sorrow  ;  he  is 
behind  in  his  payments  of  sorrow  to  life.  So 
grateful  is  he  to  life,  that  he  is  willing  to  suffer, 
as  a  kind  of  compensation,  the  darkness  and 
pain  that  accompany  the  transition  from  time 
to  eternity. 

21.  For  sudden.  .  .brave.  A  brave  man 
often  turns  impending  defeat  into  a  victory  by 
some  unexpected  manoeuvre.  Recall  Caesar's 
victory  over  the  Nervii  or  Napoleon  at  the 
Bridge  of  Lodi. 

23.  Fiend-voices  that  rave.  This  makes 
impressive  the  victory  of  the  last  moment  of 
life.  The  angels  conquer  and  lead  the  soul  to 
God  just  as  they  carried  the  soul  of  the  beggar 
Lazarus  to  Abraham's  bosom  ;  the  friends,  or 
spirits  of  darkness,  are  delirious  with  fury,  for 
they  would  like  to  lead  the  soul  to  torments  just 
as  they  carried  the  soul  of  the  rich  man  to  hell, 
Cf.  Luke  xvi.  and  the  Demons'  Chorus  in 
Newman's  Dream  of  Gerontius. 

27.  O  thou  soul  of  my  soul.  Mrs.  Brown- 
ing. 

SUGGESTIVE  QUESTIONS. 

1.  Show  that  in  this  monologue  Browning  is 
speaking  in  Mrs.  Browning's  presence. 

2.  In  what  visible  form  does  Browning  pic- 
ture the  Arch  Fear,  Death  ? 
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3.  Why  picture  Browning  as  passing  up  the 
mountain-side,  in  a  great  storm  ? 

4.  Select  the  words  that  suggest  a  mortal 
combat  in  the  lists. 

5.  What  four  words  are  governed  by  am 
nearing  ? 

6.  Would  the  meaning  of  the  seventh  and 
eighth  verses  be  clearer  if  they  were  inter- 
changed ? 

7.  A  guerdon  is  compulsory  through  justice  ; 
a  reward  is  optional  through  mercy:  show  that 
Browning's  words  are  well  placed  in  accordance 
with  the  teachings  of  Holy  Scripture. 

8.  Show  that  the  twentieth  verse  is  a  synopsis 
of  the  story  of  Alice  Brand  in  Scott's  Lady  of  the 
Lake. 

9.  Elucidate  Dowden's  words  :  'The  poem 
is  an  act  of  faith  that  comes  through  love  ;  it  is 
ascribed  to  no  imaginary  speaker,  and  does  not 
indeed  veil  its  personal  character.' 

10.  What  words  indicate  that  Browning  be- 
lieves that  the  individuality  of  the  soul  is  pre- 
served in  Heaven  ? 

11.  In  what  words  does  he  convey  the 
thought  that  he  relies  on  the  mercy  of  God  ? 

12.  Show  that  the  poem  is  a  challenge  to 
battle  in  which  the  challenger  is  certain  of 
ultimate  victory. 

13.  Show  that  Browning's  optimism  is  in- 
dicated in  the  anapaestic  movements  of  the 
verses. 

14.  Was  Browning  always  a  fighter  passionate 
and  noble  ? 


132      ALFRED,  LORD  TENNYSON 


ALFRED,  LORD  TEXXYSON, 

1809-92. 

1.  Time  and  Place  of  Birth.  Sunday,  Aug- 
ust 6,  1809.     Somersby,  Lincolnshire,  England. 

2.  Parentage.  The  poet's  father  was  Rev. 
George  Clayton  Tennyson,  Rector  of  the  parish 
of  Somersby,  a  man  of  extraordinary  stature 
and  strength,  of  superior  scholarly  attainments, 
especially  in  Hebrew,  Syriac,  and  Greek,  and  of 
sound  principles,  high-souled,  and  high-tem- 
pered. He  was  subject  to  fits  of  melancholy 
that  filled  his  children  with  fear,  but  he  was 
extremely  tender-hearted. 

Alfred's  mother  was  a  daughter  of  the  Rev. 
Stephen  Fytche,  Vicar  of  Louth.  Tennyson 
said  that  his  mother  was  one  of  the  most 
angelic  natures  on  God's  earth,  and  one  who 
was  always  doing  good  as  it  were  by  divine 
intuition.  She  is  the  original  of  his  Isabel,  on 
whose  sweet  lips — 

perpetually  did  reign 
The  summer  calm  of  golden  charity, 

The  crown  and  head, 
The  stately  flower  of  female  fortitude, 
Of  perfect  wifehood  and  pure  lowlihead. 

From  his  father,  the  poet  inherited  grandeur 
of  physical  stature  and  noble  vigour  of  mind 
and  soul  ;  from  his  mother,  gentleness.  His 
genius  was  his  own. 

Alfred  had  seven  brothers  and  four  sisters. 
He  was  the  fourth  child.  The  eldest  died  in 
infancy,  but  all  the  others  were  granted  a  long, 
healthy,  and  useful  life.  As  children,  their  play 
was  of  knights,  councillors,  and  kings.  Lady 
Ritchie,  Thackeray's  daughter,  writes  : — 
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'The  boys  played  great  games,  like  Arthur's 
knights  ;  they  were  champions  and  warriors 
defending  a  stone  heap,  or  again  they  would  set 
up  opposing  camps  with  a  king  in  the  midst  of 
each.  The  king  was  a  willow  wand  stuck  in  the 
ground,  with  an  outer  circle  of  immortals  to 
defend  him,  of  firmer,  stiffer  sticks  ;  then  each 
party  would  come  with  stones,  hurling  at  each 
other's  king,  and  trying  to  overthrow  him. 
Perhaps  as  the  day  wore  on  they  became 
romancers,  leaving  the  jousts  deserted.  When 
dinner-time  came,  and  they  all  sat  round  the 
table,  each  in  turn  put  a  chapter  of  his  story 
underneath  the  potato-bowl — long,  endless 
stories,  chapter  after  chapter,  diffuse,  absorbing, 
unending,  as  are  the  histories  of  real  life.  Al- 
fred used  to  tell  a  story  which  lasted  for  months, 
and  which  was  called  The  Old  Horse.' 

3.  Education.  Alfred's  first  and  best  school 
was  his  home,  where  his  parents  taught  him 
self-reverence,  self-knowledge,  and  self-control. 
He  attended  the  Somersby  village  school.  At 
the  age  of  seven,  he  was  given  the  choice  of 
going  to  sea  or  to  school,  and  chose  school  be- 
cause he  thought  it  a  kind  of  earthly  paradise. 
He  was  sent  to  the  Grammar  School  of  Louth, 
where  he  lived  with  his  widowed  grandmother. 
He  remained  at  that  school  for  four  years,  but 
derived  from  it  little  pleasure  or  profit.  The 
head-master  was  Rev.  J.  Waite,  'a  tempestu- 
ous flogging-master  of  the  old  stamp.'  In 
after  life  Tennyson  said,  'How  I  did  hate  that 
school  !  The  only  good  I  ever  got  from  it  was 
the  memory  of  the  words  sonus  desilientcs  aqucF, 
and  of  an  old  wall  covered  with  wild  weeds 
opposite  the  school  windows.'  Yet  it  was 
when  at  that  school  that  Alfred  confided  to  his 
brother  the  firm  determination  to  be  famous 
as^a  poet. 
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At  the  age  of  eleven,  Alfred  returned  to  his 
father,  who  ably  instructed  the  children  in 
languages,  mathematics,  science,  and  fine  art, 
and  taught  them  to  read,  to  observe,  and  to 
think.  The  Reverend  Mr.  Tennyson  insisted 
that  Alfred  should  not  proceed  to  the  university 
until  able  to  recite  all  the  odes  of  Horace.  It 
was  with  that  knowledge  at  the  age  of  nineteen 
that  Alfred  matriculated  into  Trinity  College, 
Cambridge. 

At  Cambridge,  Tennyson  disliked  the  studies 
and  the  professors,  but  enjoyed  his  fellow 
students,  who  were  splendid  types  of  manhood. 
He  belonged  to  a  society  that  called  itself  The 
Apostles.  It  held  reticence  a  virtue  and  there- 
fore was  hardly  known  to  be  in  existence  by  the 
university  at  large.  Sir  Leslie  Stephen  re- 
marks that  'The  members  were  on  the  lookout 
for  any  indications  of  intellectual  originality, 
academical  or  otherwise,  and  specially  con- 
temptuous of  humbug,  cant,  and  the  qualities 
of  the  windbag  in  general.  To  be  elected, 
therefore,  was  virtually  to  receive  a  certificate 
from  some  of  your  cleverest  contemporaries 
that  they  regarded  you  as  likely  in  future  to  be 
an  eminent  man.'  It  included  James  Sped- 
ding,  the  author  of  the  Life  of  Bacon  ;  Monck- 
ton  Milnes,  afterwards  Lord  Houghton  ; 
Trench,  afterwards  Archbishop  of  Dublin  ; 
Alford,  afterwards  Dean  of  Canterbury  ; 
Blakesley,  afterwards  Dean  of  Lincoln  ;  Fran- 
cis Thompson,  Stephen  Spring  Rice,  Merivale, 
Monteith,  Kemble,  Heath,  Butler,  Tennant — 
and,  above  all,  Arthur  Hallam. 

Tennyson's  only  academic  distinction  was 
the  winning  of  the  Chancellor's  prize  medal  for 
a  poem  on  Timbuctoo.  He  left  College,  without 
a  degree,  and  at  his  mother's  request,  in  Feb- 
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ruary,  1831,  owing  to  his  father's  illness,  which 
terminated  in  death  in  the  following  month. 

4.  Arthur  Henry  Hallam,  1811-33.  Arthur 
Henry  Hallam,  the  eldest  son  of  Henry  Hallam, 
the  famous  philosophic  historian  and  critic, 
was  born  in  Bedford  Place,  London,  February 
1,  1811.  In  1818,  he  travelled  with  his  parents 
in  Germany  and  Switzerland.  In  1822,  he 
again  visited  the  Continent,  but  returned  to 
study  at  Eton,  and  he  remained  there  till  1827. 
In  1827,  he  passed  eight  happy  months  in 
Italy,  where  he  studied  Italian  art  and  Dante. 
In  1828,  he  entered  Trinity  College,  Cambridge, 
and  there  met  Tennyson  for  the  first  time.  He 
graduated  in  1832  and  began  to  study  law.  In 
1831,  he  was  betrothed  to  Emily  Tennyson. 
He  died  suddenly  in  Vienna,  September  15, 
1833,  and  was  interred  in  the  Chancel  of 
Clevedon  Church,  Somersetshire,  January  3, 
1834. 

Hallam  is  said  to  have  been  very  fond  of 
books  from  his  earliest  childhood.  When  he 
was  seven  years  old  he  could  speak  French 
fluently  ;  when  nine,  he  could  read  Latin  with 
tolerable  facility.  Although  a  boy's  scholar- 
ship at  Eton  was  measured  by  his  ability  to 
compose  Latin  verse,  Hallam,  in  his  originality 
and  against  all  Etonian  precedent,  turned  to 
English  poetry,  and  especially  to  the  older 
dramatists,  Fletcher  and  Marlowe  ;  but 
Shakespeare  alone  slaked  the  thirst  of  Hallam's 
rapidly  expanding  genius.  At  the  age  of 
fifteen,  Hallam  knew  Shakespeare  thoroughly. 
At  Cambridge,  Hallam  was  recognized  as  the 
most  brilliant  genius  of  a  brilliant  group,  and 
the  master-bowman  of  debate.  The  unanimous 
consent  of  his  fellows  marked  him  out  for  a 
bright  future  distinction.  Kemble  said  of  him, 
'Never  was  a  more  powerful    intellect  joined 
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to  a  purer  and  holier  heart.'  Tennyson  said, 
'Hallam  was  as  near  perfection  as  mortal  man 
could  be.' 

One  paragraph  from  Hallam's  writings  will 
serve  to  show  a  little  of  his  excellent  thought 
and  expression: — 

'And  is  it  not  a  noble  thing,  that  the  Eng- 
lish tongue  is,  as  it  were,  the  common  focus 
and  point  of  union  to  which  opposite  beauties 
converge  ?  Is  it  a  trifle  that  we  temper  energy 
with  softness,  strength  with  flexibility,  capa- 
ciousness of  sound  with  pliancy  of  idiom  ? 
Some,  I  know,  insensible  to  those  virtues,  and 
ambitious  of  I  know  not  what  unattainable 
decomposition,  prefer  to  utter  funeral  praises 
over  the  grave  of  departed  Anglo-Saxon,  or, 
starting  with  convulsive  shudder,  are  ready 
to  leap  from  surrounding  Latinisms  into  the 
kindred,  sympathetic  arms  of  modern  German. 
For  myself,  I  share  neither  their  regret  nor  their 
terror.  Willing  at  all  times  to  pay  filial 
homage  to  the  shades  of  Hengist  and  Horsa, 
and  to  admit  they  have  laid  the  base  of  our 
compound  language  ;  or,  if  you  will,  have 
prepared  the  soil  from  which  the  chief  nutriment 
of  the  goodly  tree,  our  British  oak,  must  be 
derived,  I  am  yet  proud  to  confess  that  I  look 
with  sentiments  more  exulting  and  more 
reverential  to  the  bonds  by  which  the  law  of 
the  universe  has  fastened  me  to  my  distant 
brethren  of  the  same  Caucasian  race  ;  to  the 
privileges  of  which  I,  an  inhabitant  of  the 
gloomy  North,  share  in  common  with  climates 
imparadised  in  perpetual  summer,  to  the 
universality  and  efficacy  resulting  from  blended 
intelligence,  which,  while  it  endears  in  our  eyes 
the  land  of  our  fathers  as  a  seat  of  peculiar 
blessing,  tends  to  elevate  and  expand  our 
thoughts   into   communion   with   humanity   at 
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large  and,  in  the  sublime  spirit  of  the  poet,  to 
make  us  feel — 

That  God  is  everywhere — the  God  who  framed 

Mankind  to  be  one  mighty  family, 

Himself  our  Father,  and  the  world  our  home.' 

5.  Life  Work.  Tennyson  said,  'The  first 
poetry  that  moved  me  was  my  own  at  five 
years  old.' 

His  grandfather  gave  him  a  guinea  in 
recognition  of  a  poem  on  the  death  of  Alfred's 
grandmother  and  remarked  that  it  was  the  first 
money  paid  the  boy  for  poetry  and  it  would 
doubtlessly  be  the  last. 

'Yes,'  said  Charles  Tennyson,  when  nine 
years  old,  encouragingly  to  his  brother  Alfred 
of  eight  summers,  'you  can  write.' 

Tennyson  wrote,  'At  about  ten  or  eleven, 
Pope's  Homer's  Iliad  became  a  favourite  of 
mine,  and  I  wrote  hundreds  and  hundreds  of 
lines  in  the  regular  Popeian  metre.' 

At  another  time  he  said,  'At  about  twelve 
and  onward  I  wrote  an  epic  of  about  6,000  lines 
a  la  Walter  Scott,  full  of  battles,  dealing,  too, 
with  sea  and  mountain  scenery — with  Scott's 
regularity  of  octo-syllables  and  his  occasional 
varieties.  Though  the  performance  was  very 
likely  worth  nothing,  I  never  felt  myself  more 
truly  inspired.  I  wrote  as  much  as  seventy 
lines  at  one  time,  and  used  to  go  shouting  them 
about  the  fields  in  the  dark. ' 

When  Tennyson  was  fourteen,  Byron  died. 
Tennyson  carved  'Byron  is  dead  !'  on  one  of 
the  rocks  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Somersby, 
and  shed  tears.  '  It  was  a  day  when  the  whole 
world  seemed  darkened  to  me,'  he  said.  At 
seventeen,  he  put  Byron  away  altogether  ;  and, 
although  Tennyson  always  acknowledged  that 
Byron  gave  the  world  another  heart  and  new 
pulses,    Tennyson    considered    Byron's    poetry 
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too  much  akin  to  rhetoric  and  Byron  himself 
not  an  artist  or  a  thinker  or  a  creator  in  the 
highest  sense,  but  a  strong  personality. 

In  1827,  Alfred  and  his  brother  Charles 
prepared  a  small  volume  entitled  Poems  by 
Two  Brothers.  The  little  book  was  published 
by  Jackson  of  Louth.  The  boys  were  credited 
with  £20,  one  half  payable  in  money,  the  other 
half  in  books.  That  grand  triumph  was  duly 
celebrated.  The  delighted  boys  hired  a  con- 
veyance, drove  off  to  Marblethorpe,  where  the 
crested  waves  break  on  the  table-shore  and  the 
hollow  ridges  roar  into  cataracts,  and  shouted 
themselves  hoarse  on  the  sea-shore  in  declaim- 
ing their  poems. 

In  1830,  Tennyson's  Poems,  Chiefly  Lyrical 
attracted  but  little  attention. 

In  1832,  Poems  by  Alfred  Tennyson  met  with 
considerable  adverse  criticism. 

In  1842,  Two  Volumes  of  Poems  were  hailed 
by  Wordsworth  as  eminently  successful. 

In  1847  appeared  The  Princess. 

In  1850,  In  Memoriam  was  published. 

In  1855,  Maud  and  Other  Poems  appeared. 

In  1859,  The  Idylls  of  the  King  delighted  the 
public. 

In  1864  the  publication  of  Enoch  Arden 
earned  for  Tennyson  the  title  of  The  People's 
Poet. 

His  remaining  years  were  spent  chiefly  in 
writing  dramatic  compositions.  In  1875,  Queen 
Mary  was  published  ;  1877,  Harold  ;  in  1879, 
The  Falcon  ;  in  1881,  The  Cup  ;  in  1882,  The 
Promise  of  May  ;  in  1884,  Bechet  ;  in  1892,  The 
Foresters. 

In  1892  was  published  The  Death  of  CEnone. 
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The  following  is  a  list  of  some  of  his  popular 
compositions  :  The  Ode  to  Memory,  Recollec- 
tions of  the  Arabian  Nights,  Claribel,  Lilian, 
The  Sleeping  Beauty,  The  Dying  Swan,  The 
Lotos-Eaters,  The  Miller's  Daughter,  Morte 
d' Arthur,  The  Gardener's  Daughter,  Dora,  Locks- 
ley  Hall,  Ulysses,  Sir  Galahad,  The  Princess,  In 
Memoriam,  Maud,  The  Ode  on  the  Death  of  the 
Duke  of  Wellington,  The  Charge  of  the  Light 
Brigade,  The  Brook,  Enid,  Elaine,  Guinevere, 
The  Holy  Grail,  Enoch  Arden,  Aylmers  Field, 
Becket,  The  Revenge,  Crossing  the  Bar,  and  the 
poems  presented  in  this  volume. 

6.  Travels.  Tennyson's  first  memorable 
trip  was  a  tour  of  the  Lincolnshire  churches. 
His  companion  was  his  brother  Charles.  The 
tour  was  paid  for  out  of  the  £10  paid  by  Jackson 
for  the  copyright  of  Poems  by  Two  Brothers. 

His  second  memorable  trip  was  made  in  1830, 
to  Spain.  His  companions  were  Hallam  and 
some  of  the  other  Apostles.  Their  aim  was  to 
bring  financial  aid  to  the  Spanish  revolutionists. 
Fortunately,  both  boys  escaped  execution 
when  the  revolutionists  were  defeated.  How- 
ever, from  the  quixotic  expedition,  perhaps 
stimulated  by  the  memory  of  Byron  and 
Greece,  Tennyson  gained  an  indelible  im- 
pression of  the  beauty  and  grandeur  of  the 
Pyrenees,  and  the  friendship  of  Tennyson  and 
Hallam  was  greatly  strengthened  by  their 
union  against  Spanish  despotism. 

From  time  to  time,  Tennyson  visited  differ- 
ent parts  of  England,  Scotland,  Ireland,  and 
Wales,  and  on  several  occasions  crossed  the  sea 
to  pay  short  visits  on  the  Continent. 

7.  Tennyson's  Homes. 
1809-16.     Somersby  Rectory. 
1816-20.     Louth. 
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1820-37.  Somersby  Rectory. 

1837-40.  Epping  Forest. 

1840-41.  Tunbridge  Wells. 

1841-46.  Boxley,  near  Rochester. 

1846-50.  Cheltenham. 

1850-51.  Warninglid  in  Sussex. 

1851-53.  Chapel  House,  Twickenham. 

1853-92.  Farringford,  Freshwater,  in  the 
Isle  of  Wight. 

1867-92.  Aldworth,  Sussex. 

8.  Honours. 

1845.     A  Pension  of  £200. 

1850.     Laureateship. 

1855.     D.C.L.  of  Oxford. 

1869.  Elected  an  Honorary  Fellow  of  Trin- 
ity College,  Cambridge. 

1884.  Made  Baron  of  Aldworth  and  Far- 
ringford. 

9.  Lady  Tennyson.  At  the  wedding  of  his 
brother  Charles,  on  May  24,  1836,  Alfred  first 
met  Emily  Sellwood,  who  was  bridesmaid  to  her 
younger  sister.  It  was  to  that  bridesmaid  that 
the  lines  beginning — 

O  happy  bridesmaid,  make  a  happy  bride, 

were  addressed.  Soon  afterward  their  engage- 
ment took  place  ;  but,  in  1840,  their  lack  of 
means  made  the  prospect  of  marriage  so  re- 
mote that  correspondence  between  them  was 
broken  off,  and  ten  years  passed  before  the 
engagement  was  renewed.  On  the  13th  of 
June,  1850,  they  were  married  at  Shiplake 
Church  on  the  Thames.  The  groom  was  forty, 
the  bride  a  few  years  younger.  The  wedding 
was  very  quiet,  even  the  cake  and  the  dresses 
arrived  too  late  ;  but,  to  the  amusement  of  his 
friends,  Tennyson  said  that  it  was  the  nicest 
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wedding  he  had  ever  attended.  Long  years 
afterward,  he  said,  'The  peace  of  God  came  into 
my  life  before  the  altar  when  I  married  her.' 

Lady  Tennyson  was  a  woman  of  unfailing 
sweetness  and  loyalty.  She  was  always  cheer- 
ful, wise,  sympathetic,  courageous  ;  an  ideal 
companion  for  a  great  and  lonely  nature  in 
daily  need  of  sympathy  and  love.  Her  holy 
influence  never  diminished.  Benson  said,  'It 
is  the  kind  of  marriage  that  seems  to  make  the 
institution  deserve  the  name  of  a  Sacrament.' 
Jowett  said,  '  She  was  one  of  the  most  beautiful, 
the  purest,  the  most  innocent,  the  most  dis- 
interested persons  whom  I  have  ever  known.' 
All  friends  agreed  that  she  was  her  husband's 
best  critic,  and  her  authority  he  most  willingly 
recognized.  For  over  twenty  years  she  was 
practically  an  invalid,  yet  she  managed  her 
domestic  affairs  admirably  and  maintained  a 
marvellous  interest  in  social,  political,  scientific, 
and  religious  problems.  She  was  a  noble  help- 
mate of  a  great  man. 

10.  Tennyson's  Appearance.  Although 
the  Tennysons  were  of  Danish  origin,  they  had 
a  strong  strain  of  dark  southern  blood,  perhaps 
derived  from  a  Huguenot  ancestress.  'I  am 
black-blooded,'  Alfred  used  to  say,  'like  all 
the  other  Tennysons.'  He  meant  melancholy 
as  well  as  dark-skinned.  He  was  often  mistaken 
for  a  foreigner. 

At  Cambridge,  Tennyson's  personal  appear- 
ance produced  a  great  impression.  One  friend 
described  him  as  'six  feet  in  height,  broad- 
chested,  strong-limbed,  his  face  Shakespearian 
and  with  deep  eyelids,  his  forehead  ample, 
crowned  with  dark  wavy  hair,  his  head  finely 
poised.' 

Mrs.  Carlyle  wrote,  'Tennyson  is  a  very 
handsome  man  and  a  noble-hearted  one,  with 
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something  of  the  gipsy  in  his  appearance,  which 
for  me  is  perfectly  charming.' 

Mr.  Carlyle  wrote  to  Emerson  of  Tennyson: 
'A  great  shock  of  rough,  dusky,  dark  hair  ; 
bright,  laughing,  hazel  eyes  ;  massive  aquiline 
face,  most  massive,  yet  most  delicate  ;  of 
sallow  brown  complexion,  almost  Indian-look- 
ing, clothes  cynically  loose,  free  and  easy, 
smokes  infinite  tobacco.  His  voice  is  musical, 
metallic,  fit  for  laughter  and  piercing  wail,  and 
all  that  may  lie  between  ;  speech  and  specula- 
tion free  and  plenteous.  I  do  not  meet  in  these 
late  decades  such  company  over  a  pipe.  .  .A 
true  human  soul,  or  some  authentic  approxima- 
tion thereto,  to  whom  your  soul  can  say 
Brother.' 

Benson  said  :  *  Tennyson's  impressiveness  of 
speech  was  no  doubt  assisted  by  the  undoubted 
majesty  and  stateliness  of  the  Poet's  personal 
appearance.  It  was  not  only  the  lofty  stature, 
the  domed  head,  in  which  he  resembled 
Pericles  and  Walter  Scott,  the  dark  complexion, 
the  eloquent  eyes,  the  noble  lines  drawn  by  age 
and  experience  in  the  face,  but  there  was  a 
certain  pontifical  solemnity,  a  regal  delibera- 
tion, a  rough-hewn  dignity,  in  no  sense  assumed, 
which  lent  weight  and  majesty  to  all  he  said 
and  did.  He  possessed  the  natural  kingliness 
that  Aristotle  attributed  to  the  magnanimous 
man.' 

11.  Character.  Tennyson  was  noted  for 
his  stately  gruffness,  a  kind  of  Johnsonian 
gravity  and  common  sense,  his  rich  vein  of 
humour,  his  geniality  combined  with  shyness. 
He  was  at  all  times  painfully  sensitive,  but 
invariably  good-tempered  and  well-propor- 
tioned in  soul.  He  was  endowed  with  an  earn- 
est capacity  for  observation  and  reflection,  and 
a  luxurious  sense  of  rhythm,  colour,  and  form. 
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He  was  exceedingly  hardworking  and  pains- 
taking, and  was  all  his  life  devoted  to  art. 
His  observations  of  Nature  are  close  and 
sympathetic  ;  his  care  for  dumb  creatures  is 
well  illustrated  by  the  fact  that  he  rose  in  the 
middle  of  one  cold  night  to  assure  himself  that 
his  dog,  'dear  old  Don',  was  not  hungry  or 
lonely,  and  stole  a  chicken  for  the  dog,  to  the 
great  discomfiture  of  the  cook  ;  and  his 
affectionate  disposition,  his  sincerity,  his  nobil- 
ity of  heart  and  mind  are  best  known  in  his 
immortal  poems. 

12.  Friends.  Among  his  distinguished 
friends  were  Moore,  Gladstone,  Browning, 
Rogers,  Leigh  Hunt,  John  Foster,  the  Carlyles, 
FitzGerald,  Dickens,  Thackeray,  Emerson, 
Queen  Victoria,  and  iVrthur  Hallam. 

13.  Religion.  Tennyson  was  no  extremist 
in  religion,  but  sympathized  with  what  he 
termed  honest  doubt.  His  creed  is  expressed  in 
the  poem  In  Memoriam  and  has  been  styled 
the  creed  of  a  Christian  evolutionist.  He 
believes  that  God  rules  and  directs  all.  The 
two  cardinal  points  are  a  firm  belief  in  God  and 
the  immortality  of  man's  soul  :  the  Fatherhood 
of  God  and  the  Life  of  the  World  to  come. 
His  own  words  are,  'There's  a  something  that 
watches  over  us  ;  and  our  individuality  en- 
dures :  that's  my  faith,  and  that's  all  my 
faith.'  Again  he  said,  '  I  see  the  nothingness 
of  life,  I  know  its  emptiness — but  I  believe 
in  Love  and  Virtue  and  Duty.' 

14.  Time,  Place,  and  Circumstances  of 
Death.  Tennyson  died  as  the  moonlight  was 
flooding  into  his  room  at  Aldworth,  in  the  early 
morning  of  October  6,  1892.  Dr.  Dabbs,  one 
of  the  attending  doctors,  wrote  the  day  follow- 
ing Tennyson's  death  :  'On  the  bed  a  figure  of 
breathing  marble,  flooded  and  bathed  in  the 


144      ALFRED,  LORD  TENNYSON 

light  of  the  full  moon  streaming  through  the 
oriel  window,  his  hand  clasping  the  Shakespeare 
which  he  had  asked  for  but  recently,  and  which 
he  had  kept  by  him  to  the  end.  The  moon- 
light, the  majestic  figure  as  he  lay  there, 
drawing  thicker  breath,  irresistibly  brought  to 
our  minds  his  own  Passing  of  Arthur.' 

Tennyson  was  buried  in  the  Poets'  Corner, 
Westminster  Abbey,  by  the  side  of  Browning 
and  in  front  of  the  Chaucer  monument. 

15.  CHARACTERISTICS  OF  TENNY- 
SON'S POEMS.  (A.)  Harmonies  of  Sense 
and  Sound.  The  poet's  apt  words  suggest 
their  meaning.  We  hear  the  light  Tirra  lirra 
by  the  river  and  the  tinkle  of  the  bells  in  '  The 
bridle  bells  rang  merrily.'  We  drag  along  by 
the  willow  screened  margin  where  the  heavy 
barges  are  trailed  by  slow  horses,  and  skim  over 
the  smooth  water  in  the  silken-sailed  shallop. 

(B.)  Avoidance  of  Harsh  Sounds.  The 
poet  avoided  all  abrupt,  harsh,  sibilant  sounds, 
except  when  he  used  them  designedly.  He 
preferred  full  vowels  and  many  liquids.  He 
endeavoured  not  to  have  a  word  begin  with  a 
sibilant  if  the  preceding  word  closed  with  one. 

Notice  the  harsh  sounds  of  the  first  three 
lines  and  the  vowels  and  liquids  of  the  last  two 
lines  : — 

The  bare  black  cliff  clang'd  round  him,  as  he 

based 
His  feet  on  juts  of  slippery  crag  and  rang 
Sharp  smitten  with  the  dint  of  armed  heels — 
And  on  a  sudden,  lo  !  the  level  lake, 
And  the  long  glories  of  the  winter  moon. 

(C.)  Metrical  Variations.  Tennyson  has 
the  expert  organist's  skill  in  varying  the  tones 
and  the  time,  in  changing  the  manuals  and  the 
stops  ;  but  the  poet's  electric  power  is  his 
amazing   sympathy.         No   better   illustration 
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could  be  given  than  the  music  of  Break,  Break, 
Break,  and  of  The  Ode  on  the  Death  of  the  Duke 
of  Wellington. 

(D.)  Choice  Vocabulary.  The  poet's 
vocabulary  is  choice,  not  only  in  rhythmic 
excellence,  but  in  meticulous  accuracy.  He 
shuns  the  trite  and  the  commonplace.  His 
unusual  word  adds  a  pleasing  air  of  novelty  to 
something  otherwise  familiar.  Notice — 
Little  breezes  dusk  and  shiver. 

Tennyson's  alliterative  compounds,  such  as 
love-loyal,  smooth-swarded,  beautiful-brow'd, 
are  splendid  Homeric  echoes. 

(E.)  Fidelity  of  Descriptions  of  Nature. 
The  poet's  descriptions  of  nature  are  marvel- 
lously minute,  faithful,  vivid,  and  beautiful. 
With  delight  we  note  the  blasts  that  blow  the 
poplar  white,  the  quick-falling  raindrops  that 
make  the  rose  pull  sidewise  and  the  daisy 
close  her  crimson  fringes  to  the  shower,  and  the 
careful  robins  eye  the  delver's  toil,  and  the  red 
eye  of  an  eagle-owl,  and  a  world-old  yew-tree 
darkening  half  the  cloister  on  a  gustful  April 
morn  that  puffed  the  swaying  branches  into 
smoke. 

(F.)    MODERNNESS  OF  THOUGHT  AND   SPIRIT. 

We  feel  the  close  touch  that  Tennyson  had  with 
the  mind  of  his  age  in  Ulysses  and  Locksley  Hall. 
The  blood  of  the  modern  Englishman  is  stirred 
by  those  poems  very  especially  to-day.  Many 
of  Tennyson's  lines  are  our  life-proverbs  : — 

Kind  hearts  are  more  than  coronets, 
And  simple  faith  than  Norman  blood. 

More  things  are  wrought  by  prayer 
Than  this  world  dreams  of. 

On  God  and  Godlike  men  we  build  our  trust. 
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Not  once  or  twice  in  our  fair  island-story, 
The  path  of  duty  was  the  way  to  glory. 

But  O  for  the  touch  of  a  vanish'd  hand 

Love  will  conquer  at  the  last. 

I  hope  to  see  my  Pilot  face  to  face 
When  I  have  cross'd  the  bar. 

Strong  in  will 
To  strive,  to  seek,  to  find,  and  not  to  yield. 


THE  LADY  OF  SHALOTT,  1832. 

The  exquisite  and  fascinating  poem  called 
The  Lady  of  Shalott,  is  a  lyrical  fairy-tale.  The 
text  presented  is  an  elaborated  revision  of 
Tennyson's  first  publication,  and  every  alter- 
ation is  an  emendation  in  which  the  gain  is 
signal  in  strength  and  simplicity.  The  poem  is 
the  poet's  earliest  effort  to  express  in  song  any 
of  the  Arthurian  legends,  in  which  he  had  a 
lifelong  interest. 

The  weird  lady  of  the  castle  of  Shalott  weaves 
incessantly  what  she  sees  in  a  magic  mirror, 
and  fears  to  rest  or  to  look  out  upon  the  world, 
because  of  a  withering  curse  that  will  come  upon 
her  if  she  does.  However,  one  day  the  tempta- 
tion to  cease  weaving,  to  look  out  upon  the  real 
knight,  Lancelot,  conquers  her.  She  looks 
forth,  and  full  of  a  maiden's  yearnings  has  not 
power  to  shape  her  fate,  but  succumbs  to  in- 
evitable disaster. 

The  tale  is  divided  into  four  parts.  The 
first  part  describes  the  scene  of  the  story  ;  the 
second  tells  of  the  ordinary  life  of  the  lady  ;  the 
third  depicts  Lancelot  ;    the  fourth  shows  the 
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catastrophe.  The  story  is  unnatural  and 
incomprehensible  as  are  all  other  fairy-tales. 
Twenty-seven  years  later  Tennyson  published 
the  same  story  in  the  idyl  of  Lancelot  and 
Elaine,  a  charmingly  natural  love  story.  Evi- 
dently, the  poet  intended  The  Lady  of  Shalott 
to  be  allegorical  ;  and,  although  Poe  asked, 
'Why  do  some  persons  fatigue  themselves  in 
endeavours  to  unravel  such  phantasy  pieces  as 
The  Lady  of  Shalott  ?'  the  poem  is  still  variously 
interpreted  according  to  the  fancy  or  the 
experience  of  the  interpreter. 

Hallam,  Lord  Tennyson  in  the  Memoir 
writes : — 

'The  key  to  this  tale  of  magic  symbolism 
is  of  deep  human  significance,  and  is  to  be  found 
in  the  lines — 

Or  when  the  moon  was  overhead, 
Came  two  young  lovers  lately  wed  ; 
"I  am  half  sick  of  shadows,"  said 
The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

Canon  Ainger  in  his  Tennyson  for  the  Young, 
quotes  the  following  interpretation  given  him 
by  my  father  :  "  The  new-born  love  for  some- 
thing, for  some  one  in  the  wide  world  from 
which  she  has  so  long  been  secluded,  takes  her 
out  of  the  region  of  shadows  into  that  of 
realities."  ' 

OPINIONS. 

The  poem  perhaps  surpasses  anything  else 
Tennyson  has  written,  in  the  weird  fascination 
it  exercises  over  the  reader's  mind,  at  any  rate 
if  he  happens  to  be  a  Celt. — Rhys. 

The  command  of  delicious  metres  ;  the 
rhythmic  susurrus  of  stanzas  whose  every  word 
is  as  needful  and  studied  as  the  flower  or  scroll 
of    ornamental   architecture,   yet   so    much    an 
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interlaced  portion  of  the  whole  that  the  special 
device  is  forgotten  in  the  general  excellence  ; 
the  effect  of  colour,  of  that  music  which  is  a 
passion  in  itself,  of  the  scenic  pictures  which 
are  the  counterparts  of  changeful  emotions  ; 
all  are  here,  and  the  poet's  work  is  the  epitome 
of  every  mode  in  art.  Even  if  these  lyrics  and 
idyls  had  expressed  nothing,  they  were  of 
priceless  value  as  guides  to  the  renaissance  of 
beauty.  Thenceforward  slovenly  work  was 
impossible,  subject  to  instant  rebuke  by  con- 
trast. The  force  of  metrical  elegance  made  its 
way  and  carried  everything  before  it. — Stedman. 
Except  that  the  versification  is  less  exquisite, 
The  Lady  of  Shalott  is  entitled  to  a  place  by  the 
side  of  The  Rime  of  the  Ancient  Mariner  and 
Christabel. — Mill. 

PART  I. 

1.  Either.  Either  originally  meant  each  of 
two,  not  one  of  two  as  to-day.  Poetry  revels  in 
obsolete  meanings  of  words  ;  therefore,  either 
is  properly  used  here  to  mean  both,  and  gives 
the  poet  an  extra  syllable. 

3.  Wold.  An  undulating  treeless  district 
characteristic  of  Lincolnshire  and  called  a  down 
in  Kent. 

7.  Blow.     Bloom,  blossom. 

10.  Willows  whiten.  Willow-trees  appear 
to  grow  white,  or  hoar,  when  the  breeze  makes 
visible  the  silvery  undersurface  of  their  leaves. 
Van  Dyke  writes,  'How  exquisite  is  the  word 
whiten  to  describe  the  turning  of  the  long  willow 
leaves  in  the  wind,  and  how  well  it  suggests  the 
cool  colouring  of  the  whole  picture,  all  in  low 
tones,  except  the  little  spot  of  flowers  before 
the  square  grey  castle,' 
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Aspens.  Poplars  whose  leaves  are  noted 
for  a  ceaseless  tremulous  motion.  The  French 
name  of  the  tree  is  le  tremble. 

11.  Dusk.  Rare  as  a  verb.  It  means  here 
make  delicately  dark  as  twilight.  The  little 
breezes  ripple  the  smooth  surface  of  the  water 
into  fairy  wavelets. 

17.  Imbowers.  Shelters     daintily     and 

secludedly. 

19.  Willow-veil'd.  Prettily  screened  by 
willows. 

20.  Barges.  Large  flat-bottomed  vessels, 
freight  boats. 

21.  Unhail'd.     Not  saluted  from  the  castle. 

22.  Shallop.  Pleasure  boats,  light  and 
open  ;    boats  with  masts  rigged  schooner-like. 

25.  Casement.  Window  opening  door-like 
on  hinges. 

29.  Bearded.  Prickly.  The  reference  is  to 
the  long  stiff  hairs,  or  spikes,  on  the  ears  of 
barley. 

30.  Cheerly.  Archaic  form  of  cheerily, 
cheerfully. 

31.  Clearly.  Brightly  and  uninterruptedly 
and  therefore  distinctly  seen. 

33.  By  the  Moon.     Late  in  the  evening. 

34.  Uplands  airy.  High  ground  well  sup- 
plied with  air. 

PART  II. 

46.  Mirror.  A  mirror  is  used  in  tapestry 
weaving  to  note  the  effect  of  the  stitches.  In 
addition,  the  lady  of  Shalott's  mirror  reflects 
the  outside  world. 

48.  Shadows  of  the  world.  Vague,  in- 
distinct images  of  the  actual  life  outside  of  her 
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castle.  The  lady  knows  life  as  one  knows  it 
whose  only  study  is  from  pictures,  not  from 
experience. 

51.  River  eddy.     Small  whirlpool  in  a  river. 

52.  Surly.  Originally  surly  was  sir-like, 
domineering,  arrogant.  Its  meaning  was  in- 
fluenced by  sour,  and  surly  has  come  to  mean 
sour-like,  uncivil,  rude,  impolite. 

Churls.     Labourers,  ill-bred  rustics. 

56.  Pad.  Originally  pad  was  pad-nag,  path- 
horse,  an  easy-paced  saddle-horse,  as  though 
accustomed  to  paths  only,  not  to  roads.  Cf. 
roadster. 

58.  Long-hair'd.  Long  hair  was  of  old  a 
sign  of  high  birth.  Cf.  the  love-locks  of  the 
Cavaliers,  and  the  round-heads,  or  closely- 
cropped  heads  of  the  Puritans. 

64.  Still.     Always,  without  change  or  rest. 

65.  Magic  sights.     Weird  reflections. 

PART  III. 

73.  Bow-shot.  The  distance  a  bow  can  send 
an  arrow. 

76.  Greaves.  Armour  for  the  shins,  or  fore 
part  of  the  legs  between  the  knees  and  the 
ankles.  Greaves  made  of  soft  material  are  still 
worn  by  the  Greeks.  Cf.  the  shin-pads  of  the 
hockey  players. 

77.  Bold.  Lion-like  in  courage,  a  common 
epithet  of  knights.  Lancelot  was  the  foremost 
of  Arthur's  knights. 

78.  Red-cross.  The  cross  of  St.  George  of 
England,  a  red-cross  on  a  white  field.  That  was 
the  emblem  of  the  Knights  Templars. 

For  ever.  Always,  to  denote  that  the  de- 
votion to  women  was  a  supreme  principle  of 
chivalry. 


ALFRED,  LORD  TENNYSON       151 

80.  Yellow  field.  The  background  of  ripe 
golden  grain. 

82.  Gemmy.  Richly  inlaid  with  jewels  so 
that  the  bridle  seemed  made  of  gems. 

Glitter'd  free.  Flashed  with  sparkling 
brilliance,  for  it  was  held  slackly. 

83.  Bra>;ch.  Each  arm  of  a  candelabrum 
is  called  a  branch. 

84.  Galaxy.  The  Milky  Way.  Galaxy  is 
derived  from  the  Greek  galaxias,  from  gala, 
milk. 

87.   Blazon'd.  Richly    embellished    with 

heraldic  devices. 

Baldric.  Belt  worn  across  the  breast  from 
shoulder  to  waist. 

91.  All.  Quite.  It  modifies  the  phrase 
following. 

94.  Burned.     Flamed  with  light. 

98.  Bearded  meteor.  A  comet  with  a  tail 
of  light.  Comet  from  the  Greek  kometes,  mean- 
ing long-haired. 

101.  Burnish'd.  Polished  so  as  to  have  a 
conspicuous  gloss. 

Hooves.     Archaic  for  hoofs. 

Trode.     Archaic  for  trod. 

105.  From.  .  .river.  Lancelot  and  his  image 
in  the  stream  were  both  reflected  from  the 
mirror. 

107.  'Tirra  lirra'.  The  lark's  warble. 
Lancelot  is  light-hearted. 

109.  Loom.     Weaving  frame. 

110.  Three  paces.  Three  is  a  mystic  num- 
ber.    Paces  accompanied  the  weaving  of  spells. 

111.  Saw.  She  saw,  or  observed,  directly, 
not  in  the  mirror;  she  saw  realities,  not  shadows. 
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PART  IV. 

119.  Waning.  Losing  their  gorgeous  au- 
tumn garb. 

128.  Bold  seer.  One  who  foresees  by  some 
supernatural  power  and  is  resolved  to  face  the 
worst  unflinchingly. 

129.  Mischance.     Ill  luck. 

130.  Glassy.     Rigid,  expressionless. 

156.  Gleaming   shape.     Figure   faintly   re- 
flecting the  light  that  fell  on  it. 
159.  Wharfs.     River-banks. 

165.  Royal  cheer.     Festivity  of  the  king. 

166.  Cross'd  themselves.  Made  the  sign 
of  the  cross,  to  invoke  divine  protection  against 
evil  spirits. 

168.  Mused  a  little  space.  Thought  seri- 
ously for  a  short  time.  There  was  no  deep  or 
personal  interest  in  the  scene  for  him. 

170.  Lend  her  grace.    Vouchsafe  her  mercy. 

SUGGESTIVE  QUESTIONS. 

1.  Were  the  fields  of  grain  on  one  side  of  the 
river  or  on  both  sides  ? 

2.  Was  it  in  length  or  in  breadth  that  the 
fields  extended  to  the  horizon  ? 

3.  How  far  is  the  road  from  the  castle  ? 

4.  WThat  is  the  direction  of  the  road  relative 
to  the  castle  ? 

5.  What  kind  of  city  does  many-tower  d  sug- 
gest ? 

6.  On  which  side  of  the  Camelot  road  are  the 
willow-trees  ? 

7.  WThy  does  the  lady  weave  only  gay 
colours  ? 

8.  Who  whispered  to  her  that  a  curse  would 
fall  on  her  if  she  stopped  her  weaving  ? 

9.  Why  was  she  told  in  a  whisper  ? 
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10.  What  difference  did  it  make  to  the  lady 
that  she  did  not  know  what  the  curse  would 
be? 

11.  Why  say  the  red  cloaks,  and  not  the 
market  girls  pass  on  ? 

12.  Why  did  the  funeral  pass  at  night  ? 

13.  Picture  Lancelot  as  he  rode  by. 

14.  Why  have  Lancelot  gay  in  spirits  ? 

15.  How  were  there  two  reflections  of  Lance- 
lot in  the  mirror  ? 

16.  What  was  the  curse  ? 

17.  Describe  Lancelot's  shield. 

18.  Sketch  the  funeral  suggested  by  plumes 
and  lights  and  music. 

19.  Describe  the  shallop  suggested  by  silken- 
saiVd. 

20.  Describe  the  castle  as  you  see  it  from  the 
road. 

21.  Quote  to  show  the  mood  of  the  lady  in 
each  of  the  four  parts. 

22.  Show  that  the  description  of  nature  in 
each  part  harmonizes  with  the  lady's  mood. 

23.  Select  all  adjectives  denoting  colour  and 
test  their  accuracy. 

24.  W7hat  time  is  supposed  to  elapse  between 
Part  III.  and  Part  IV.  ? 

25.  Which  of  the  four  parts  is  the  most 
picturesque  ? 

26.  Why  is  the  picture  of  Lancelot  suddenly 
introduced  ? 

27.  Which  picture  has  most  brilliancy  and 
vivid  warmth  of  colour  ? 

28.  Is  the  charm  of  the  poem  due  more  to 
subtle  suggestiveness  or  to  clear  narration  ? 

29.  Contrast  the  description  of  nature  in 
Part  III.  with  that  in  Part  IV. 

30.  Show  that  the  season  and  the  weather 
harmonize  with  the  events  of  the  story. 
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31.  Does  the  iambic  or  the  trochaic  rhythm 
predominate  ? 

32.  Is  the  stanza  of  nine  verses  especially 
appropriate  ? 

33.  Compare  the  rhythm  of — 

Slide  the  heavy  barges  trail'd, 
and  of — 

The  shallop  flitteth  silken-sail'd. 

34.  What  is  the  effect  of  the  double  rime  ? 

35.  Do  Shalott  and  Camelot  rime  ? 

36.  What  is  the  effect  of  the  refrain  ? 

37.  I  asked  Lady  Tennyson  for  an  explana- 
tion of  The  Lady  of  Shalott,  which  has  been  so 
variously  interpreted.  She  said  that  the  origi- 
nal legend  is  in  Italian,  and  that  Tennyson  only 
gave  it  as  he  found  it,  so  that  it  is  hardly  fair 
to  expect  him  to  furnish  an  interpretation  as 
well. — Carroll. 

Write  an  original  interpretation  of  the  poem. 

ST.  AGNES'  EVE,  1837. 

Toward  the  close  of  the  third  century,  Saint 
Agnes  was  born  in  Rome  and  of  Christian 
parents.  In  her  childhood  she  dedicated  her- 
self to  God  ;  but  because  of  the  illustrious  rank 
of  her  family  and  the  surpassing  beauty  and 
loveliness  of  the  young  lady  herself,  she  had 
many  suitors  when  she  was  only  thirteen  years 
old.  Among  them  was  one  called  Procopius, 
who  was  a  Pagan  and  the  son  of  the  Prefect 
of  Rome.  Saint  Agnes  refused  to  marry  him, 
was  terribly  persecuted  in  consequence,  and 
eventually  suffered  martyrdom. 

In  England,  the  21st  of  January  is  sacred  to 
the  memory  of  St.  Agnes,  and  around  its  vigil 
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popular  superstitions  have  clustered.  St. 
Agnes'  Eve  was  to  the  English  girl  what 
Hallowe'en  was  to  her  Scotch  sister.  All 
kinds  of  magic  arts  were  practised  to  secure  a 
sight  of  the  future  husband.  The  superstition 
is  best  preserved  in  Keats'  wonderful  poem 
The  Eve  of  St.  Agnes,  in  which  is  recorded  the 
charming  story  of  Madeline  and  Porphyro. 

Keats  died  in  1817,  and  twenty  years  after 
appeared  Tennyson's  poem  replete  with  spirit- 
ual beauty  and  fervour  and  empty  of  all 
sensuous  allurement.  Tennyson's  heroine  is  a 
saintly  nun  that  wins  through  faith  and  prayer 
a  vision  of  her  Heavenly  Bridegroom. 

The  poem  inculcates  the  invigorating  truth 
that  in  this  work-day  world  it  is  not  necessary 
to  wait  till  the  midnight  hour  of  a  special  feast 
to  catch  a  glimpse  of  His  benign  face  ;  for 
whenever  the  heart  is  pure,  the  Vision  appears. 
In  the  philosopher's  words,  'Every  man  can 
build  a  chapel  in  his  breast,  himself  the  priest, 
the  heart  the  sacrifice,  and  the  earth  he  treads 
on  the  altar.' 

OPINIONS. 

Purest  and  highest  of  all  the  lyrical  poems 
are  St.  Agnes*  Eve  and  Sir  Galahad,  full  of  white 
light,  and  each  a  stainless  idealization  of  its 
theme. — Stedman. 

Tennyson's  nun  is  a  pure  and  beautiful  en- 
thusiast who  has  died  away  from  all  her  human 
emotions,  and  has  become  the  bride  for  whom 
a  Heavenly  Bridegroom  is  waiting.  Words- 
worth at  his  best  might  hardly  match  the  music 
of  these  stanzas  ;  their  pictorial  perfection  he 
could  hardly  attain  unto  ;  every  image  is  in 
such   delicate  harmony   with   the  pure  young 
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worshipper  that  it  seems  to  have  been  trans- 
figured by  her  purity,  and  in  the  last  four  lines 
the  very  sentences  faint  with  the  breathless 
culmination  of  her  rapture. — Luce. 

St.  Simeon  Stylites  and  St.  Agnes'  Eve  are  two 
powerful  reproductions  of  the  harsh  and  the 
tender  sides  of  the  old  monastic  spirit.  They 
are  very  interesting  studies,  helpful  towards  the 
understanding  of  the  mediaeval  religious  spirit. 
They  are  not  only  the  two  poles  of  the  spirit 
they  are  its  two  sexes  also.  There  could  have 
been  no  woman  Stylites  ;  there  could  hardly 
have  been  a  man  St.  Agnes.  The  intense  self- 
consciousness  of  the  one,  and  the  utter  self- 
forgetfulness,  rising  into  rapture,  of  the  other, 
are  the  two  extremes  and  the  two  sexes  of  that 
spirit  which  separates  the  religious  life  from  the 
active  life,  and  finds  in  the  sacrifice  of  the 
natural  emotions  the  best  service  of  God. 
Sir  Galahad  is  almost  a  St.  Agnes,  exchanging 
only  the  rapture  of  passivity  for  the  transport 
of  exultant  effort.  Yet  there  is  something  of 
the  self-consciousness  of  Stylites  about  him  too. 
He  is  just  the  embodiment  of  the  noblest  and 
the  strongest  tendencies  of  the  chivalric  age. 
Such  pictures  as  these  of  Stylites,  St.  Agnes,  and 
Galahad  must  be  taken  just  as  parts  of  legends, 
ignored  in  the  understanding  and  suffered  only 
to  affect  the  imagination. —  Tainsh. 

11.  First  snowdrop.  The  snowdrop  is  sup- 
posed to  bloom  at  Candlemas,  February  2nd, 
and  is  therefore  properly  known  as  the  fair  maid 
of  February.  Cf.  the  poet's  lyric  The  Snow- 
drop. The  21st  of  January  is  earlier  than  tra- 
dition or  association  warrants  for  the  solitary 
firstling. 

16.  Argent  round.  The  full  moon  in  its 
silvery  light. 
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19.  Mine  earthly  house.  Her  body.  Cf. 
II.  Corinthians  v.  1. 

21.  Break  up.  Break  open.  Cf.  Matthew 
xxiv.  43. 

24.  Raiment  white  and  clean.  Cf.  Revela- 
tion xix.  7,  8. 

25.  Golden  doors.     Cf.  Revelation  xxi.  17. 

28.  Strows.     Archaic  for  strews. 

29.  Gates.     Cf.  Psalms  xxiv.  7. 

31.  Heavenly  Bridegroom.  Cf.  Revela- 
tion xix.  7. 

35.  The  shining  sea.     Cf.  Revelation  xv.  2. 

SUGGESTIVE  QUESTIONS. 

1.  Show  that  the  suggestions  of  the  scene, 
the  season,  the  time,  harmonize  with  the  chief 
thought  of  the  poem — mystic  rapture. 

2.  Why  is  snows  used  instead  of  snow  ? 

3.  Is  it  probable  that  the  nun  would  have  a 
snowdrop  ? 

4.  Show  the  force  of  on  in  the  twenty-ninth 
line. 

5.  Examine  the  syntax  of  the  last  four  lines 
of  the  poem,  and  explain  why  the  construction 
is  broken. 

6.  Is  the  poem  wholly  a  monologue  ? 

7.  Show  that  each  prayer  the  nun  makes  is 
prompted  by  something  that  she  observes. 

8.  Select  all  the  words  that  denote  white 
light. 

9.  Is  there  any  other  colour  in  the  poem  ? 

10.  What  is  meant  by  calling  the  nun  a 
feminine  Galahad  ? 

11.  Select  all  the  biblical  phraseology  of  the 
poem. 
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COME  NOT,  WHEN  I  AM 
DEAD,  1851. 

This  little  lyric  of  love-sorrow  breathes  a 
man's  longing  for  a  woman  that  he  has  loved 
and  lost.  He  believes  that  he  is  about  to  die  of 
a  broken  heart  and  would  not  have  the  callous 
lady  shed  useless  tears  upon  the  grave  of  one 
whose  life  she  could  have  saved  by  returning 
his  love.  Like  the  hero  of  Locksley  Hally  the 
singer's  lack  of  tenderness  is  a  sign  that  he  is 
vigorous,  will  live  and  love  and  learn  to  link 
the  broken  chain.  The  short  monologue  re- 
veals a  tragedy  of  five  acts,  and  is  a  forceful 
example  of  Tennyson's  power  of  suggestion  and 
condensation. 

OPINIONS. 

Weariness  of  love  after  long  anger  of  love, 
weariness  of  life  from  weariness  of  love,  and, 
beneath  both,  unforgetful  tenderness,  were 
rarely  better  expressed. — Brooke. 

There  is  in  the  lyric  unmistakable  evidence 
throughout  of  the  careful  hand  of  a  master  of 
his  craft. — Ambler. 

Come  Not,  When  I  Am  Dead  is  a  study  of  a 
mood  and  an  emotion. —  Tainsh. 

5.  Plover.  The  common  name  of  several 
species  of  birds  including  the  golden  plover, 
the  ring-plover,  the  dotterel.  They  have  very 
long  legs,  necks,  bills,  and  are  found  in  meadows, 
on  the  banks  of  rivers,  and  on  the  sea-shores. 

8.  All.     Quite.     It  modifies  unblest. 


ALFRED,  LORD  TENNYSON       159 
SUGGESTIVE  QUESTIONS. 

1.  Sketch  the  life  of  the  speaker. 

2.  Tell  how  it  came  about  that  he  was  re- 
jected by  the  lady. 

3.  Was  she  much  younger  than  he,  that  he 
called  her  child,  or  is  the  epithet  used  con- 
temptuously ? 

4.  What  error  or  what  crime  could  she  have 
committed  ? 

5.  Select  all  the  words  that  indicate  the 
speaker's  anger. 

6.  Why  select  the  plover  ? 

BREAK,  BREAK,  BREAK,  1842. 

From  the  graveyard  that  surrounds  the  lonely 
little  church  of  St.  Andrew,  in  which  rests  the 
body  of  Arthur  Hallam,  many  Tennyson  lovers 
have  listened  to  the  music  of  the  tide  that  rushes 
against  the  low  cliffs  of  the  Somersetshire  coast, 
and  have  counted  the  mournful  waves  breaking 
on  the  cold  grey  stones.  But  Tennyson  was 
really  not  near  the  scene  of  his  lyric  when  he 
composed  it.  He  thought  out  the  poem  at  five 
o'clock  in  the  morning  as  he  was  strolling  down 
a  Lincolnshire  lane.  Overwhelmed  with  grief, 
he  was  entirely  oblivious  of  his  surroundings, 
and  imagined  that  he  was  overlooking  the  Brit- 
ish Channel  at  Clevedon  churchyard. 

OPINIONS. 

Nor  has  Tennyson  ever  composed,  in  his 
minor  key,  a  more  enduring  and  suggestive 
little  song  than  Break,  Break,  Break  I — Stedman. 
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It  is  somewhat  strange,  but  illustrative.  .  . 
of  the  dominance  of  the  man  in  Tennyson  that 
the  poem  of  fullest  regret  for  love  drowned  in 
death  is  written  in  memory  of  a  man.  Every 
one  knows  it  ;  it  is  a  piece  of  perfect  work,  fully 
felt,  and  fully  finished,  simple  and  profound — 
and  with  what  fine  art  Nature  is  inwoven  with 
its  passion  ! — Brooke. 

This  overwhelming  sorrow,  as  my  father  told 
me,  for  a  while  blotted  out  all  joy  from  his  life, 
and  made  him  long  for  death,  in  spite  of  his 
feeling  that  he  was  in  some  measure  a  help  and 
comfort  to  his  sister. — Hallam  Tennyson. 

Few  of  Tennyson's  productions  are  so  spon- 
taneous as  this  ;  yet  it  is  more  than  a  mere 
cry  of  despair  ;  for  in  none  does  nature  so 
eloquently  express  what  words  and  even 
melody  can  only  conceal.  Five  times  the  poet 
abandons  the  disguise  of  speech,  and  paints  his 
sorrow  in  a  vivid  picture.  Before  us  lies  the 
sea,  powerless  to  tell  its  sobbing  trouble  to  the 
shore,  as  wave  after  wave  of  utterance  dies 
broken  on  the  cold  grey  stones.  On  the  shore 
the  children  are  playing;  what  could  they  know 
of  death  ?  Out  on  the  bay  the  sailor  boy  is 
singing  in  the  happy  activity  of  life  ;  in  the 
offing  are  ships  returning  from  a  prosperous 
voyage  and  sailing  on  majestically  to  the 
neighbouring  port — four  pictures  in  one  ;  and 
in  these  the  poet  expresses  more  eloquently 
than  in  any  words  the  sense  of  desolation  made 
yet  more  desolate  by  contrast  with  joys  it  can- 
not share.  The  fifth  picture  is  of  the  sea 
breaking  hopelessly  at  the  foot  of  crags  that 
seem  to  spurn  it  from  its  desire  ;  so  death 
stands  inexorable  between  him  and  all  that  he 
loved. — Luce. 

In  Break,  Break,  Break,  the  sea  stands  for 
nothing  specific,  but  by  its  perpetual  murmur 
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on  the  shore  attunes  the  soul  to  the  keynotes  of 
sorrow,  and  preaches  the  relation  of  suffering  to 
the  infinite.—  Tainsh. 

SUGGESTIVE  QUESTIOXS. 

1.  Show  that  there  is  a  method  in  the  order 
of  the  different  objects  Tennyson  notices  as 
he  stands  on  the  sea-cliff. 

2.  At  what  hour  does  the  poet  seem  to  view 
the  scene  ? 

3.  'I  would. ..  .in  me.'  What  was  the  nature 
of  those  thoughts  ? 

4.  The  grey  stones,  the  stately  ships,  the 
water  dashing  on  the  crags,  call  forth  an  utter- 
ance from  Tennyson  ;  but  the  children  at  play 
provoke  no  words  :    how  is  that  ? 

5.  'Will  never  ....  me.'  Is  this  the  most 
poignant  grief  ? 

6.  Show  that  each  quatrain  has  a  different 
arrangement  of  the  trimeters  and  tetrameters. 

7.  Show  that  in  the  use  of  the  bright  ana- 
paest Tennyson  suggests  the  innocence  of  happy 
children  at  play  and  a  cheerfulness  that  ends  in 
resignation. 

8.  In  which  line  are  the  dirge-like  sea-tones 
echoed  in  the  monosyllables  ? 

9.  Show  that  the  exquisite  music  of  the  whole 
threnody  plays  round  the  heart  of  the  reader. 

IN  THE  VALLEY  OF  CAUTERETZ, 

1864. 

These  quotations  from  the  Memoir  explain 
the  poem: — 

During  the  summer  of  1830,  my  father  joined  Arthur 
Hallam,  and  both  started  off  for  the  Pyrenees,  with  money 
for  the  insurgent  allies  of  Torrejos — a  noble,  an  accom- 
plished, a  truthful  man,  worthy  to  be  a  leader.     Alfred  and 
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Arthur  held  a  secret  meeting  with  the  heads  of  the  con- 
spiracy on  the  Spanish  border  and  were  not  heard  of  by 
their  friends  for  some  weeks. 

On  August  6,  1861,  my  father's  birthday,  we  arrived 
at  Cauteretz,  his  favourite  valley  in  the  Pyrenees.  Before 
our  windows  we  had  the  torrent  rushing  over  its  rocky 
bed  from  far  away  among  the  mountains,  and  falling  in 
cataracts.  Patches  of  snow  lay  on  the  peaks  above,  and 
nearer  were  great  wooded  heights  glorious  with  autumnal 
colours,  bare  rocks  here  and  there,  and  greenest  mountain 
meadows  below.  He  wrote  his  lyric  All  Along  ike  Valley 
after  hearing  the  voice  of  the  torrent  seemingly  sound 
deeper  as  the  night  grew,  in  memory  of  his  visit  here  with 
Arthur  Hallam. 

My  father  was  vexed  that  he  had  written  two-and-thirty 
years  ago,  instead  of  one-and-thirty  years  ago,  and  as  late  as 
1892  wished  to  alter  it  since  he  hated  inaccuracy.  I  per- 
suaded him  to  let  his  first  reading  stand,  for  the  public  had 
learnt  to  love  the  poem  in  its  present  form  :  and  besides 
two-and-thirty  was  more  melodious. 

It  is  interesting  to  note  that  when  in  1863 
Tennyson  was  asked  to  write  something  in 
Queen  Victoria's  album,  he  chose  this  little 
poem. 

Cauteretz  (ko-ter-ay'e).  A  village  of  France 
in  the  Pyrenees.  It  is  a  popular  watering  place. 
The  beautiful  valley  also  is  called  Cauteretz. 


OPINIONS. 

Altogether  I  like  the  little  piece  as  well  as 
anything  I  have  written. —  Tennyson. 

In  the  Valley  of  Cauteretz  the  voice  of  the 
stream  calls  back  the  voice  long  since  heard  in 
company  with  it. —  Tainsh. 

SUGGESTIVE  QUESTIONS. 

1.  Why  use  the  trochaic  hexameter  in  this 
lyric  ?  Note  and  account  for  any  irregularities 
in  the  rhythm. 
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2.  Show  why  the  repetitions  are  forceful  and 
effective. 

3.  Show  that  the  time  and  the  scenic  effects 
harmonize  with  the  mood  of  the  poet. 

4.  Why  do  you  admire  the  poem  ? 


IN  MEMORIAM,  1850. 

In  some  respects  In  Memoriam  is  Tennyson's 
greatest  work.  It  was  written  during  the 
seventeen  years  that  followed  the  death  of 
Arthur  Hallam  in  1833,  and  was  published  in 
1850.  It  is  a  unique  collection  of  one  hundred 
and  thirty-one  poems  with  prelude  and  post- 
lude.  The  first  poems  are  spontaneous  out- 
bursts of  passionately  sincere  grief  and  were 
not  intended  for  publication,  but  merely  to 
relieve  the  poignancy  of  his  own  sorrow.  Later, 
he  conceived  the  idea  of  building  an  imperish- 
able monument  of  song  to  the  memory  of 
Hallam.  Finally,  the  whole-souled  poet  re- 
solved to  give  to  bereaved  mankind  the  light 
and  comfort  that  came  to  himself  in  the  gloomy 
valley  of  death. 

Tennyson  said,  'It  must  be  remembered  that 
In  Memoriam  is  a  poem,  not  an  actual  biog- 
raphy. It  is  founded  on  our  friendship,  on 
the  engagement  of  Arthur  Hallam  to  my  sister, 
on  his  sudden  death  at  Vienna,  just  before  the 
time  fixed  for  their  marriage,  and  on  his  burial 
at  Clevedon  Church.  The  poem  concludes 
with  the  marriage  of  my  youngest  sister 
Cecilia.  It  was  meant  to  be  a  kind  of  Divina 
Commedia,  ending  with  happiness.  The  differ- 
ent moods  of  sorrow  as  in  a  drama  are  dramatic- 
ally given,  and  my  conviction  that  fear,  doubts, 
and  suffering  will  find  answer  and  relief  only 
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through  faith  in  a  God  of  Love.  I  is  not  always 
the  author  speaking  for  himself,  but  the  voice 
of  the  human  race  speaking  through  him. 

'As  for  the  metre  of  In  Memoriam,  I  had 
no  notion  till  1880  that  Lord  Herbert  of 
Cherbury  had  written  his  occasional  verses  in 
the  same  metre.  I  believed  myself  the  origin- 
ator of  the  metre,  until  after  In  Memoriam  came 
out,  when  some  one  told  me  that  Ben  Jonson 
and  Sir  Philip  Sidney  had  used  it.' 

XXXI. 

In  the  thirtieth  poem,  Tennyson  laments 
because  Hallam  is  not  alive  to  join  in  the 
festivities  of  Christmas-eve.  A  gentle  feeling 
creeps  upon  him  and  he  consoles  himself  in 
singing  of  the  dead — 

They  do  not  die 
Nor  lose  their  mortal  sympathy, 
Xor  change  to  us,  although  they  change. 

In  this  poem,  Tennyson  thinks  of  the  joy  that 
existed  when  Lazarus  returned  to  Mary  and 
Martha.  What  joy  if  Hallam  returned.  What 
questions  would  not  Tennyson  ask  Hallam  of 
the  Great  Beyond  !  No  such  questions  were 
asked  of  Lazarus.     Saint  John  is  silent. 

Read  Browning's  poem  An  Epistle. 

OPINIONS. 

In  XXXI.  we  find  a  poem  devoted  to  Laza- 
rus. It  does  not,  I  think,  amount  to  a  definite 
confession  of  faith,  but  is  introduced  rather  by 
way  of  illustration,  to  indicate  with  telling  force 
the  silence  of  the  grave.  It  will  be  noticed  that 
no  argument  is  built  upon  the  miracle  ;    only 
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the  mystery  is  indicated  that  one  who  is  re- 
corded to  have  returned  through  the  gate  of 
Death  had  no  tale  of  his  experiences  to  tell. — 
Benson. 

In  those  lovely  verses  about  Lazarus  and 
Mary  the  hope  of  the  life  to  come  and  the  peace 
of  love  begin  to  dawn  upon  his  heart. — Brooke. 

1.  Charnel-cave.  The  grave  of  Lazarus 
was  a  cave,  and  a  stone  lay  upon  it. 

3.  Yearn'd.  Grieved.  Did  Lazarus  lose 
his  mortal  sympathy  ? 

8.  Added  praise  to  praise.  Made  our  grat- 
itude two-fold.  The  poet  shows  that  death  is 
not  annihilation,  but  gives  no  positive  defini- 
tion of  what  death  is. 

12.  Olivet.     See  Acts  i.  12. 

14.  The  rest.  The  secret  of  all  secrets — 
the  secret  of  the  Better  World. 

16.  That  Evangelist.  St.  John,  the  only 
evangelist  that  relates  the  miracle  of  raising 
Lazarus  from  the  dead.  Notice  that  Christ 
rimes  with — list.     Chaucer  uses  the  same  rime. 


XXXII. 

This  poem  continues  the  story  of  Lazarus 
and  Mary,  and  accentuates  Mary's  faith,  which 
finds  expression  in  a  living  prayer  of  gratitude. 
Mary's  great  love  for  her  brother  is  superseded 
by  her  still  greater  love  for  her  Saviour,  Christ. 
Her  curiosity  as  to  where  her  brother  was  dur- 
ing the  four  dark  days  of  the  tomb  is  absorbed 
in  joy,  prayer,  and  love.  Her  state  of  mind  is 
most  pure,  most  blessed. 
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OPINIONS. 

The  poem  speaks  of  the  faith  of  Mary — but 
the  faith  is  spoken  of  merely  from  Mary's  point 
of  view. — Benson. 

The  attitude  of  Mary  is  imagined  by  the 
poet  ;   it  is  not  his  own  attitude. — Smith. 

1.  Her  eyes.     Mary's. 
Prayer.     Adoration. 
8.  The  Life.     Christ.     Cf.  John  xi.  25. 
12.  Spikenard.     See  John  xii.  3. 
15.  What... pure.        What  other  state  of 
mind  is  so  pure  as  theirs  ? 

xxxvi. 

In  the  Memoir,  Hallam  Tennyson  says  of  his 
father,  'When  questions  were  written  to  him 
about  Christ,  he  would  say  to  me:  "Answer  for 
me  that  I  have  given  my  belief  in  In  Memor- 
iam."  '  In  a  footnote  to  that  passage  there  is  a 
reference  to  this  canto  of  the  poem.  This 
canto  expresses  the  thought  that  the  Gospel  of 
Jesus  Christ  reveals  to  all  men  the  essential 
truths  of  life. 

OPINIONS. 

The  main  testimony  to  Christianity  my  father 
found,  not  in  miracles,  but  in  that  eternal 
witness,  the  revelation  of  what  might  be  called 
The  Mind  of  God,  in  the  Christian  morality,  and 
its  correlation  with  the  divine  in  man. — 
Hallam  Tennyson. 

The  blessing  of  having  truth  incarnated  in  a 
life  in  Christ. — Robertson. 
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1.  Manhood.     Human  nature. 

Darkly.     Obscurely,  only  dimly  visible. 

1-2.  Tho'  .  .  .  frame.  Though  the  essential 
truths  of  life  may  be  involved  in  our  deepest 
spiritual  intuitions  ;  that  is,  though  we,  in  the 
depths  of  our  souls,  feel  the  vital  truths. 

3-4.  We.  .  .coin.  Our  beliefs  are  not  avail- 
able to  mankind,  but  are  like  precious  ore 
hidden  in  the  bowels  of  the  earth.  In  Christ's 
life,  those  beliefs,  those  vital  truths,  are  made 
clear  and  are  understood  by  all.  His  life  makes 
the  hidden  ore  into  current  gold  coin  that  cir- 
culates everywhere. 

5.  Wisdom.     Christ,  who  is  all  wise. 
Mortal  powers.     Mankind. 

6.  Closest  words.  Deepest  thoughts,  phil- 
osophical intuitions,  spiritual  instincts. 

7.  Tale.  The  story  of  Christ's  life,  gospel 
story. 

8.  Lowly  doors.     The  humblest  of  men. 

9.  Word.  Cf.  John  i.  1.  The  Eternal 
Thought,  or  God. 

10.  Creed  of  creeds.  Christ's  life  as  re- 
corded in  the  gospel. 

13.  He... sheaf.     The  peasant. 

14.  Or... house.     Artisan,  mechanic. 
Digs  the  grave.     Labourer. 

15-16.  And.  .  .reef.  Untutored  South  Sea 
Islanders. 

LXXV. 

Though  Hallam  is  not  winning  fame  on  earth, 
he  is  assuredly  gaining  everlasting  renown 
elsewhere  in  God's  universe. 
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2.  In.  .  .relief.  The  poem  is  written  to 
relieve  Tennyson's  sorrow,  rather  than  to  sing 
Hallam's  praise. 

8.  Give.     Represent. 

9.  These  fading  days.  Not  his  own  life- 
time in  particular,  but  evanescent  time  in 
general. 

LXXVI. 

This  poem  develops  the  idea  in  the  first 
stanza  of  the  preceding  poem — the  ephemeral 
nature  of  modern  poetry. 

1.  Take.  .  .ascend.  Take  a  position  far  off 
in  the  days  that  are  to  be. 

2-4.  And.  .  .end.  And,  as  you  look  back 
upon  the  earth  from  your  distant  point  of  view, 
you  will  understand  the  utter  insignificance  of 
the  earth  and  of  man's  life  in  the  universe  of 
worlds.  The  world  and  its  concerns  will  appear 
as  small  as  a  needle's  point.  Cf.  Cymbeline 
I.  3,  18-19. 

5.  Take.  .  .foresight.  Consider  the  im- 
measurable ages  of  the  future. 

7-8.  They.  .  .yew.  The  deepest  poems  will 
be  forgotten  in  much  less  than  the  life-time  of  a 
tree. 

9.  Matin  songs.  Writings  of  the  great  early 
poets. 

13.  These.     The  yew  and  the  oak. 


In  preparing  to  depart  from  the  Somersby 
Rectory  in  1837,  Tennyson  seems  to  lose  his 
friend  Hallam  again  ;  but  the  original  feeling 
of    bereavement    is    reproduced    faintly    and 
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peacefully.  The  memories  awakened  by  a 
farewell  survey  are  not  poignant,  but  tender. 
Notice  that  the  poem  is  one  sentence. 

9-10.  Nor.  .  .trill.     The  season  is  autumn. 
10.  Latest.     Last  of  the  season. 
19.  Leaving.     Construe  leaving  with  /,  not 
he. 

CXI. 

The  poem  deals  with  Hallam's  manners  and 
deportment.     Hallam  was  a  gentleman. 

1.  Churl.     Rude,  rough-tempered  fellow. 

3.  Golden  ball.  Emblem  of  rule.  A  ball 
of  gold  decorates  both  the  crown  and  the  sceptre 
of  a  king. 

7.  Coltish.  Like  a  colt,  wanton,  thought- 
lessly giddy.  The  word  is  a  favourite  with 
Tennyson. 

9.  Act.  Play  a  part. 

10.  Memories.     Memories  of  mine. 

12.  Gentleness.  Good  breeding  by  birth 
and  by  training  ;    hence,  gentility,  urbanity. 

18.  Villain.     Vulgar,  base,  ignoble. 

19.  Drew  in.     Contracted,  narrowed. 

23.  Charlatan.  A  quack,  a  pretender  to 
skill. 
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